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CHAP. T1: 
Containing the birth, parentage, and eau- 
cation of the Author, with his adventures 
from ſeven years of age, till he was bound 
apprentice to Mr. Gripum, à noted apo- 
thecary, in ſtreet, in the pariſh of 
St. —. 4 NY 


— 


Have obſerved, that every writer, 
who has lately given an account of 
his life, has taken care to let 
the world know, that he was born; 
8 l a cir- 


, 


— 
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a circumſtance, I believe, few people 
would have diſputed : neither can I aſ- 
ſign any reaſon for this piece of, what I 
thought, unneceſſary trouble, unleſs" the 
fear of being taken for the man called 
the Unborn Doctor; to prevent which, 
they tell the world, that they were really 
born. Agteeable therefore to the faſhion, 
I ſhall begin with my birth, as no man 
has à title to write a volume before he 
was born, but my friend Triſtram 
Shandy; though I think it would not be 
improper to appoint ſome friend to write 
an account of my death, when it happens, 

to let the world know I am, bona fide, 
dead; as, by telling them I was born, 


1 may eſcape being taken for the Unborn 


Doctor: fo, by giving publick notice of 


my death, I ſhall alſo avoid being thought 
za relation, of Enoch's, who, you all 


know as well as J, was tranſlated to Hea. 
ven without e's — not c that I have any 


2 objec - 
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objection of going to Heaven in a ſling, 
without the pain of the gout, pox, fever, 
or, what's worſe than all, the doctor: 
but that method of travelling has been ſo 
long diſuſed, that no body expects it will 
be revived on my account, ſo PN « een be- 
cin my tale, 


In that lo month, when, accord- 
ing to a famous French author, Engliſh - 
men hang and drown themſelves, I fay, 
in the midſt of the gloomy month of No- 
vember, when melancholy people, of their 
own accord, are walking out of the world, 
I came in, forty-five minutes and a half 
= palt ſix in the morning, by my mother's 
= watch. Don't laugh now, though you 
have ſome reaſon ; for an author to talk 
of his mother's watch muſt ſound odd; 
however, the phenomenon, though un- 
common, nay, even improbable, is yet 
literally true; and therefore, gentle rea- 
B 2 der, 
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der, when you have laugh'd your belly 
full, I ſhall again repeat it, that my mo- 
ther wore a watch, and to make you ſtare 
the more, know it was a repeater. But 
your firſt obſervation of its having an odd 
ſound was very juſt; for the bell being 
crack'd, it really did ſound oddly ;, how- 
ever, neither the hour or minute hand 
were crack'd, but each performed the 


part aſſigned them, much better than moſt ' 


of the hands in the publick offices of the 


neighbouring kingdoms. As for my 
own country's politicians, I ſhall ſay no- 
thing about them; I might perhaps, as 
it is faſhionable, be inclined to find fault, 
with or without reaſon, juſt as blind 
chance directed; but I avoid meddling 
at all for a particular motive, which I 
would have all authors, in my circum- 
ſtances, take notice of; and reflect, that 
what can be more ridiculous than a man's 


finding 
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finding fault with a weight of taxes, that 
don't himſelf pay a ſhilling a year to- 
wards them. For my part, if 1 but eat, 
it is all one to me, whether the money 
comes from a tax-gatherer, or a Tory. — 
Hold, hold, ſays a grave reader, with 
a large pair of TpeQuzdes on a flat noſe, 
thought you were going to give us an 
account when, where, and how you was 
born, brought up, and educated. I 
was, Sir, and did intend it, when I be- 
gan this chapter; but I have ſince 
changed my mind, and my reaſons for fo 
doing, you ſhall have in their proper 
time and place; but I will firſt give you 
a little leiſure ro grumble at ine for pro- 
miſing more in the title to this chapter, 
than I am either able or willing to per- 


form; though, to make you amends, I 


ſhall give more than I promiſed of what 
you did not, tho? ſo very little of — what 
you did expect; and this method, you 
B 3 muſt 
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muſt underſtand, is a new one of my 
own inventing. I have long had a diſ- 
like to thoſe titles of every chapter, which, 
like Orator Henley's puffs, often, in ten 
words, contain more than the ten ſue- 


ceeding dull pages make good; there - 


fore, though mine, agreeable to the reign- 
ing taſte, muſt have a title, yet you ſhall 
no more be able to gueſs at the contents 
by it, than you ſhall of the ſucceſs of 
your cauſe by the wiſe ſhrugs of your 
counſel: for, if the cauſe ſucceeds, his 


 fhrugs foretold itz if attended with ill 


ſucceſs, the ſame ſhrugs plainly demon- 
ſtrated it. Thus will it fare with the rea- 
der in regard to the heads of my chap- 
ters. If they by chance let you into the 
truth, I deſigned it; if they kad you 
aſtray, that I likewiſe intended. Nou 
ſure have more conſcience, than to expect 
an author to ſtand to his word in any 
thing in money matters; I know it is 
te never 


never expected ; and therefore, ſince in 
that material article, we ſtand excuſed 
by cuftom time immemorial, every thing 
elſe follows of courſe — My friend Triſ- 
tram Shandy is grown rich, and has got 
good preferments ; but alas! with how 
X tew of us will that be the caſe ? and, in- 
XZ deed, without partiality, how few of us 
deſerve it? For my part, to eat, and that 
ſparingly, is now the utmoſt height of 
my ambition, ſince that meagre friend 
Neceflity has forced me to turn poet, it 
has likewiſe compelled me to flatter my- 
ſelf, that I want but too {mall qualifica- 
tions to make a compleat one, viz. learn- 
ing and genius; and has ſet before my 
eyes great numbers, who never had the 
X leaſt idea of theſe two inſignificant arti- | 
XZ cles; yet have blundered into a ſecond, 
= nay, even a third edition, On then, ſays 
che meagre goddeſs; and, if you run your 
2X head againſt brick walls, or poſts, don't 
4 Ss: let 
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let it diſcompoſe your brains (if you have 
any) for he that owns a ſenſe of feeling, 
either ſmart or ſhame, in this age, is from 


that moment loſt to this world, for ever, 


ſunk beyond redemption 3 and Archi- 
medes, with the fame inſtrument that 
would raiſe the globe, would not be able 
to lift up this luckleſs wight; but I, 
thanks to cold and hunger, am prepared 
for all events; and, if the writers of 
the Reviews, who deſervedly maul a 
parcel of very diſmal dogs, ſhould even 


ſay how, in the name of wonder, did 


this fellow ever get into print, I will 


{till perſuade myſelf, that they are all 


either wilfully blind, or lack penetration 


ſo that, to preſerve their own want of ca- 
pacity from being expoſed, -they have 
the aſſurance to ſay I want merit: but 1 


ſhall again repeat, it is their own want of 


judgment, and will again repeat it, *till I 
believe it myſelf; and then let me tell 


them, 
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them, they'll find it ſo difficult a matter 
to diſabuſe me, that they'd better never 
attempt it; for, when I am run down, 
*till I have not a word to ſay for my- 
ſelf, I ſhall then, with a contemptuous 
ſneer, repeat, Meæ virtute me involvam. 
An honeſt parſon of my acquaintance 
often concludes ſo, when he is at (what 
you ſcholars call) his ne plus; though I 
often think he had much better wrap 
himſelf up (in cold weather eſpecially) in 
his cloak than his virtue, the former be- 
ing much the warmer covering of the 
two; for of the latter, to my certain 
knowledge, the pattern's too ſcant to 
wrap a grain of muſtard-ſeed in. But 
no matter for that, the ſentence has a 
fine ſmooth ſound, eſpecially from a man 
that ſpeaks Latin with a good accent — 
Your univerſity declaimers have great 
advantages over us country puts, who 
are taught Engliſh by dames that cannot 
5 ſpell 
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ſpell a ſingle word, and then get thump'd 4$ 
by a country ſchool-maſter for not learn- 
ing Latin by inſtinct; by inſtin& it muſt 
be, no man having it in his power to 1 
teach what he does not underſtand him- 
ſelf. This, gentle kind reader, was my 
caſe till the age of fourteen ; I then went 
from ſchool to buſineſs, and from that, to 
this preſent time, which is fourteen years 
ago, I never had leiſure to look into 
either a Latin or a Greek author; ſo that, 
| my ſlender ſhare of both languages muſt 
| Have ſpun out very well, if I have as 4 
| much left as will lay upon an old groat; 1 
{Þ and that, let me tell you, is a few grains 
| more than I have often found within a 
* dignified gown; nay, I have often ſeen 
| a wig, that contained more hairs than 
there are ſtars in the firmament, cover a 
head that could not boaſt of double m 
quantity. # 
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CHAP. II. 


0 
4 2 herein the Author goes on with bis tale, 
y 2. makes @ much ſhorter chapter than 
t the laſt. 

0 

s | ERE am I again interrupted by a 

I ſmirking round-faced gentleman, 


ho has paſſed upon himſelf for a wit 
4 ese twenty years — I thought, Sir, you 

laid you had been in buſineſs theſe four- 
4 teen years; it muſt be the pooreſt buſi- 
i Treks in the world, if it was not much 
4 Wberter than the trade you have taken 
I Ps. With all due reverence, Sir, to 
Hour ſignificancy, you are out; the bu- 
es was not poor, 'twas I that made 
poor work on't, where never a rogue in 
Boe three kingdom, but what 18 have 
| Wie an eſtate, I ſpent one; and that 
1 inety- nine out of an hundred will think 
= ſtupidly 
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ſtupidly and fooliſhly, I was unable to 4 


withſtand the cries of poverty, and 


therefore gave to the relief of my fel. 
low creatures more than in diſcretion I * 
ought. I never could refolve to take 
fifty per cent. of my neighbour, for 
money advanced for him, tho' I knew 
his neceſſities would oblige him to ac- 4 
cept of any conditions. I had twenty 7 
more ſuch ſimple tricks, ſome of which 
I ſhall mention, when | come to give an 
account of the proceedings in my profel- | 
ſion, which daily prevented me from in- 
crealing my fortune; ſo that all acciden- | 
tal loſſes were fo much taken from the 
lump, that, joined to a decay in trade, 
ended in making an author, againſt na- 
ture, I thiak that's the phraſe you great 
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Criticks uſe, when you ſpy a fellow writ- 
ing. without one qualification to ſet up his 

trade with; but | don't mind that: — no G 
merit at all, I know, ſtands rather a 
better 


r 13 

41 Fetter chance than a moderate ſhare for 
F* you don'r reach the top of the hill, 

1 to riſe but one inch from the bottom, is 
1 J as good as being one inch below the 
de ſummit, as both muſt depend on the 
or Eee nature or caprice of the tremen- 
dous publick, who, perhaps, like the 
great judges of paintings, &c. becauſe 
none offer that are in the firſt rank, 
ch roy 8 give the prize to the very worſt. 
an Who knows ? perhaps it may happen ſo 
2 Witt me; and ſome ſharp-ſighted honeſt 
n- 1 fellow may find beauties in me, that 1 
never dreamt of in myſelf. Many a man 
has been made by ſuch a lucky hit. 
4 The great Mr. Some-body or other, 
Z whoſe name I now forget, ſays, that every 
man's life has one white ſpot in it, and 
3 mine having never yet appeared, this 
perhaps may be the time ordained by fate 
ao O glorious thought! I will enjoy it, and 
2 fealt 3 in imagination, *till che paſtry- cook, 
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if ever I raiſe three-pence to buy a tart, 


ſhews me hom vain are all my golden 
dreams. Yet, on recolleftion, I won't 


too ſuddenly give way to ſuch deſpond- 
ing thoughts: I may have readers, who 
underſtand me as much as Mrs. Blue- 
ſtreak, a dyer's widow, that is come to 
live & this end of the town, does Triſ- 


tram Shandy. Pray Sir, ſays ſhe to me at 


a tea-drinking circle, where 1 had the 


honour to be admitted, and was the only 
male, except the huſband of the lady of 
the houſe, an honeſt citizen, who having got 
a handſome fortune, by dealingin ſecond- 


hand cloaths, had, at his lady's requeſt, 
retired to this end of the town to live 
genteel, as ſhe expreſſed it ; for which 


purpoſe ſhe had twice a week her tea- 


drinking or viſiting days, call it which you 


pleaſe : it was no rout to be ſure, becauſe 3 | 
cards never made their appearance. In 
this polite aſſembly, conſiſting of three 


old 


_—_— 
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„ * maids and four widows, did the elo- 
en quent Mrs. Blueſtreak diſplay her talents, 
| 4 nuch to my ſatisfaction, I aſſure you: 


Z what it may prove to your's, time and 
5 ide next chapter will diſcover. 


— 


CHAP. III. 


Containing, amongſt other matters of as 
of 2» great conſequence, Mrs. Blueſireak's opi- 
nion of 7. rifiram Shandy. 


= R AY Sir, ſays Madam Blueſtreak, 
| have not you read Triſtram Shan- 
1 dy? Every body at our end of the town 
h 
bas read him, and they ſay there's an 


1- 
- infinite deal of wit in him. Indeed, 1 
| Thad no occaſion to be told ſo; for I ſoon 


J found it hit my taſte; it is charming in- 
Feed; and, I hear Parſon Yorick's- ſer- 
& ons are printed; pray Sir, 1 is it himſelf, 
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or Parſon Yorick, that he means by the 
hobby-horſe ; that hobby-horſe is de- 
lightful ; few ladies, they ſay, can con- 3 
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ceive his meaning in the hobby-horſe; 


but 1 quickly found he could mean as 3 
body but himſelt or Yorick, or perhaps 


Dr. Slop; but that he means one of 
them, I am well aſſured, unleſs it might 
be the broken-winded horſe that Parſon 


Yorick rode upon ; though that, by his 


own deſcription, is rather too high for a 


hobby. 1 own, I am rather a little puz- 
zled there; bur I can ſee an infinite deal 


of wit in him, and have read him twice i: 
over already. I afſure you, Sir, there is 
a great deal of fine ſatire in him; how 
he mauls that guzzling doctor Slop, by 
making him fall aſleep at a ſermon ; but 
he had pepper'd him well in the mud be- 
fore that; never man was lo rallied, to : 
be ſure 3 but he deſerved it all; for I am * 
told he was a rank Papiſt, though 1 
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think I did not obſerve that in reading 
the books : and then there was my uncle 
Toby; now, don't you obſerve a great 
3 Z deal of meaning and raillery in the name of 
10 Toby; his uncle too had a hobby-horſe, 
PS I can't imagine what became of him, 
I unleſs he was fold when he got down into 
4 the country. But the beſt is, Madam 
handy, his mother, being obliged to lie 
in, in the country; becauſe ſhe had bit 
© the old Put out of a London journey the 
year before. Now, moſt of my female 
3 acquaintance are angry at that paſſage ; 
but 1 have none of thoſe weak prejudices 
in favour of the ſex: I can find he has done 
ſtrict poetical juſtice ; are you not of my 
opinion, Sir? —I bow'd—the lady went 
on — U am glad, Sir, my opinion fo 
1 intirely agrees n a gentleman of your 
3 Jeaming becauſe I own to you, that I 
I 1 have as yet found few of my own ſex, 

ho comprebended him clearly enough 
V to 
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_ diſcourſe with me upon the ſubject : for 
the men ſay none but people of learning, 
and a great deal of reading, can eaſily 
comprehend him. Now, for my part, 
though I have not a great deal of learn- 
Ing, yet I have had as much reading 
as any body: I had read Caſſandra, 
Cleopatra, all Mrs. Haywood's, and 
Mrs. Behn's novels, before ] was four- 
teen; and I have ſince read all the plays 
] could lay my hands on, and Gil Blas 
(but I did not like him much) and Pa- 
mela, and Clariſſa, and Roderick Ran- 
dom, and Tom Jones; and, in ſhort, 
all the faſhionable and elegant books 
that have appeared lately: ſo that; as 
far as reading qualifies any body to com- 
prehend, I ſha'n't turn my back of the 
men, much leſs of my own ſex; three 
quarters of whom are not, perhaps, qua- 
lified to take it in fo readily as myſelf, 
nor make {0 much of it when it is in — 


Every 
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Every body's ſhare ought to be propor- 
tioned to their capacity; large meaſure 
for large capacities, and ſmall meaſure 
for ſmall ones: for my part, I don't fear 
being over done; my memory is a very 
good one, as you may perceive, Sir; 
and, if I was to take ten times as much, 
I could digeſt it all; no man, I am ſure, 
ever yet found the bottom of my 

capacity; and he muſt go great lengths 
b that does. 


TI he whole circle ſeemed to liſten with 
tokens of admiration ; but I could per- 
ceive a great deal of concealed envy — 
Mr. Vampcoat whiſper'd in my ear in 
1 great raptures, Has not my wife a no- 
table taſte in the choice of her company? 
Z Moſt of the ladies here are almoſt, tho' 
not quite ſo ſenſible as this lady, you 
4 have heard talk fo charmingly : but my 
wife got her good taſte when very young; 
C2 for, 
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for, at nineteen, ſhe waited on Sir ——“s 
daughter the whole year he was lord- 
mayor. I told him, ſince that was the 
caſe, I did not wonder at all I ſaw and 
heard. This viſit was in the time of 
my apothecaryſhip; ſince which, clean 
linen growing ſcarce with me, my ruſty 
black coat and I diſcontinued our viſits, 
and I have thereby miſſed many an 
edifying ſpeech; which 1 now begin 
to think will be a great loſs to the pub- 
lick, as well as myſelf; but I am not the 4 
firſt that has Joſt great opportunities for 
want of a clean ſhirt. 4 _ 


20 


.-« 


7 WT. 
. 
LM 

£8 
+8 
= 8 * 

2 

1 2 1 

1 

* "= J 


e 


40% 
1 
—_— 
. __ 
1 OS 
: «= 
* ' x * 
f "i 
XX 
- 
' — 
. Ss » = L 
. _ 
o N "4 
*, __—_— 
ID 
1 £5 * 
1 8 
* 


CHAP. 1V: 
A word to the wiſe. 


N D now, ye generation of cri- 
ticks, fall to work as ſoon as you 
pleaſe; if it gets you a dinner, much 
good may it do you; but my anſwer, you 
ſhall have before- hand: as for inſtance ; 


= you'll ſay I follow no rules; you are 


= 
JI», 
-& 
8 
- 
1 . 


right; how the dl ſhould I. I know 
none, as I hope to be ſav'd! I only fol- 
lowed my ear: as for a dactyl or a ſpon- 


dee, I ſolemnly declare, ſo far from know- 


ing the uſe of them, I hardly know how 


3 | to ſpell the words: and I ſwear by my 
brown black coat, the moſt valuable 


thing I poſſeſs at preſent, that I am not 
maſter of a dictionary; ſo, if you find 2 
C3 number 
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number of words wrong ſpelt, don't ſet 
up your throat at it; for il my unlearned 
reader underſtand me, and buys my 
book, it is all I defire : amongſt the un- 
learned part of my readers, there will be 
found the greattſt ſhare of money; a- 
mongſt the Literati, the greateſt ſhare of 
learning, I had like to have faid know- 
ledge ; but, I recollect that is not always 
the caſe ; learning and knowledge are, 
to my thinking, two different things: 
ſeveral of you have great learning, tho? 
very little knowledge: but I wander from 
my ſubject; which was to tell you, that 
the approbation of the unlearned part of 
my readers is what I ſeek ; for amongſt 
them, every man has ſpare caſh to buy a 
book for himſelf; amongſt you learned 
gentlemen, one book ſerves ninety or a 
hundred: let me fee then; ſuppoſe I 
clear a ſhilling by a book, divide that into 
| ninety 
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ninety or a hundred parts; I wiſh any of 
you would tell me, by what ſpecies of 
coin I muſt diſtinguiſh the clear profit I 
get by one of you learned gentlemen 


for my ſlender reading cannot help me 
> out at this pir ch; or, ſince I am begging 
a favour, will any of you be ſo kind as 


put the proper ſtops for me? I ſhall be 
obliged to you ſeriouſly ; for I declare I 
don't know how to do it myſelf, and I 
durſt not truſt one of you before-hand, 
= leaſt, under pretence of ſtopping for me, 
vou ſhould ſtop me in good earneſt, and 
get my poem printed off under your own 
name ; and that would be putting a full 
ſtop to all my hopes indeed. I don't fay 


any learned gentleman would do ſuch a 


thing in cool blood ; but, when a man is 
hungry, there are certain articles that he 
cannot think of cooly; and they are 
things, which, in that ſituation, he is 
meſt apt to think cf, nay, can hardly 

oe: avoid. 
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avoid letting his thoughts run conti-, 


nually upon, I mean a hot dinner, and 


a bottle of good port after it. Now, 


when the imagination is heated, what 
man's blood can be cool; the body par- 
takes of the agitations of the mind with- 


out all diſpute ; don't you ſee, in the caſe 


of a very paſſionate fellow, how, in one 
of his furious fits, the blood either flies 
all up into his face, and makes it as red 
as ſcarlet, or elſe retreats to the heart, to 
aſſiſt his courage, and leaves his face as 
pale as my ſhirt, I don't mean the ſhirt 
1 have on at preſent, for that's a little 
upon the ſoil; but the ſhirt, (for J have 
two) that came yeſterday from the waſh- 


er- woman, whoſe girl durſt not leave it, 


becauſe I had not three-pence to pay for 
waſhing; but, though I have it not at 
preſent in my poſſeſſion, yet I ſaw it, and 
can aſſure you, gentlemen, it is white, 
and very white, conſidering I wore it 

| hitcen 
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freen days before I got one to change it. 

But, to return; for theſe kind of 
igreſſions only delay time, and prevent 
aus coming to the point which I was haſt- 
4 ening to, as faſt as my pen could carry 
4 e, leaſt you ſhould ſay, that, atter the 
example of ſeveral learned writers, I 
2 put in needleſs paragraphs, only to fall 
3 up, and ſtretch my book to a proper num- 
3 ber of pages, to make the appearance of 
two ſhillings worth. But, I would have 
have you to know, worthy gentlemen, I 
ſcorn ſuch dirty doings ; you do well to 
4 meaſure my corn by your own buſhel; 
but, though I am as hungry as the beſt 
Jof you, and enjoy a good dinner, when 
I get it, beyond the imagination of a 
great man, who never knew what it is to 
be hungry; yet I ſcorn to procure one by 
ſuch tricks as theſe ; nor ſhall one word 
appear, in any work of mine, that does 
not tend either to mirth or edification, at 
4 . 33 
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\ leaſt 1 ſhall deſign it ſo; and, if I fail 
don't find aun with me for not being 
bleſs'd with ſuch prodigious talents as 
your's, that can find blemiſhes in the mot 
beautiful buildings on earth, and yer, F 
left to vo vas, wauld not be able to 3 

ere a hog-itye without twenty blunders, 2B 

I therefore once again repeat it — E: 
I don't write for the uſe of the learned 
gentry, to whom all the languages, both 1 
dead and alive, are as familiar as ready- 1 
money; but that's a vile ſimile at this 2 

time of the day; I would change it, if 
I had another ready, even not ex- 3 
cepting the Hoitentots, whoſe language, '% 
as well as diet, no doubt many of you 

are not unacquainted with“; only with 4 
this difference; they eat their din: I 5 

ners raw; you, you:'s fried or boiled, 


* The Flottentots feed on raw guts; but the 
learned criticks often feed on fried or boiled trive 
tripe, I am told, is made of guts. M0 


* ben 3 
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hen you can get it — but, as [ was 
89 1 Waying, I don't write to pleaſe you learn- 
fed gentry, but the people, that have 
uch money, and a moderate ſhare of 
Lens and a great deal of good - nature: 
if any of theſe find fault with me, the 
I Feproof will touch me nearly; but, your 

ale and ſnarling, worthy gentlemen, 
ſhall pay as much regard to them, as 
my neighbour the gardener's dog- keeper 
Waves to the waugh-waugh of Mrs. Prye- 
N pout's Spaniſh lap-· dog. did indeed once 
ſee him lift a leg, after being teazed for 
alf an hour together; but that's a fa- 
, vour I ſhall hardly be provoked to con- 
fer on any of you: ſo fall to work as 
4 Won as you will; you may do it with 
: 3 Wimpunity, no anſwer ſhall you have 
2 from me; but the more you ſay, the 
q more ſhall I perſuade myſelf, that ye are 
very hungry: and, as to the Monthly 
WW Reviewers (I think they call them) I ſay 
as to their crying, how the d——1 did 
E | | this 
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this fellow get into print? I can tell them 4 
how, if they inſiſt on't; you ſay they do 

infiit on it: why then, Sir, take the 1 
plain truth — Truth is a ſtubborn bag- 
gage; you may cover her up in the bed- 
cloaths, or hide her in your private clo- by 
ſet; but, when you are leaſt aware of it, 
ſhe will be popping her head our, and 
put you to open ſhame ; I will therefore 
never attempt to hide her, depend on't 
—The Reviewers, I ſuppoſe, have aſk'd 1 ö 
me how I got into print, I'll tell them 
in the next chapter. 7 


C HA P. v. 


ontains a little converſation with the 
I Reviewers, &c. 


HE Reviewers, I find, in the laſt 
; chapter, are very deſirous to know 
n how. got into print ?—Why, as they got 
together to print a monthly book, hunger 
Wirove me to print — And, if hunger 
did not lay the foundation of their league, 
there's more than one miſtaken; but that's 
ncthing to the purpoſe. Hunger, ſay 
they, could not get a man credit for paper 
and printing: there they are right; I wiſh 
every ching they ſaid had as good an ap- 
pearance of reaſon and truth; but, ſince 
preſſed fo cloſe, I'll give the honeſt gen- 
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tlemen all the ſatisfaction I can. Hunger, | WM: 
I ſaid, drove me to the thoughts both of 42 
tranſlating and printing : the tranſſating 
I found an eaſy taſk, by the help of my I 
good Jandlady in Porridge Ifland ; who, '3 
ſeeing me ſo induſtrious, conſented to | 1 
truſt me both my board and lodging, fil 3 
I had got ſomething ready for the prels ; 4 
I went on ſwimmingly, with hot tripe 
for dinner one day, and cold the next ; 
hot cow-heel the third day, and cold I 
cow-heel the fourth ; and ſo on, with a 
fine peaſe ſoup on Sundays, and a red 
herring boiled in it to give a flavour: 
thus, I ſay, I went on ſwimmingly, till 
the printing time came; but in that ar- 
ticle my poor landlady was utterly unable 
to help me to a ſingle ſeuſe : her whole 
ſtock of money, which conſiſted of near 
half a guinea, being employed every | 
day in buying goods to furniſh her 3 
wheeloarrow z with the profiis of which, | 

4 ſhe 
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Y he ſo often regaled: me and herſelf ; for 


of Whree times a week we had a pint of beer 
E 4 detwixt us — Finding that I could, in 


Fonſcience, expect little aſſiſtance from 
ier towards defraying the expence of 
3 rinting my works, I was obliged to put 
Is good a face on the matter as poſſible, 
and go and try my luck with the book - 
I ellers. The firſt I accoſted was Mr. 
; in the I told him, I had 
E brought him the firſt, ſecond, third, and 
ourth books of Homer's Iliad, tranſlated 
Wn a different manner from any he had 
We ver ſeen; which I would leave for his 
Wperuſal, provided he would give me his 
ZW word and honour (I mentioned the word 
WT honour, becauſe I know ſeveral book- 
ſellers that pretend to have a little) that 
if he did not chuſe to riſk the printing,. 
he weuld nat ſuffer a copy to be taken 
of it — Whether the word honour ſtun'd 
is ears, or What the d--1 was the mat- 

| Cs 
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ter I can't tell; but he ſtared at me above 
two minutes with his mouth at half cock, 
meaſuring me all the time from head to 
foot with his eyes. Zounds ! thinks I to 
myſelf, this fellow's an undertaker, inſtead 
of a bookſeller, or elſe a taylor; for he 
is either taking meaſure of me for a ſuit 
of cloaths, or a coffin; but I was out in 
both ; for he was only taking the depth 
of my pocket. His firſt queſtion was, I 
hope, Sir, you are able to defray the ex pence 
of printing? I told him no; I deſigned 
the riſk to be his, for which a propor- 
tionable ſhare of the profits would be 
due to him likewiſe : upon this he put 
on a mighty wiſe face; thruſt his hand 
betwixt his head and his wig, ſcratching, 
as if he took pleaſure in the amuſement ; 
rubb'd his forchead, and ſtroaked his 
_ eyebrows with his fore-finger ; then look- 
ing full upon me, That, Sir, ſays he, is, 
I ſuppoſe, a tranſlation of the firſt, ſe- 


cond, 


os 33 
Fond, third and fourth books of Homer? I. 
„lied in the affirmative: Pray, Sir, ſays 
0 Mie, very demurely, do you underſtand 
) WGrceek ? I gave a ſudden jump back, and 
d n my turn began to ſtare at him; I 
e thought I had as good a right to mea- 
t ſure his head as he my pockets; and, I 
n Wbelieve, I took four minutes to do it; 
h then, with much difficulty, got out the 
I Wwords, Greek, Sir! ſays I, what lan- 
e 
d 


8 


guage do you think I have been tran- 

flating from? Why, I can't ſay, quoth 

he, (ſpinning the words through his 
e eeth) but, as we have a Greek Homer, a 
t Latin Homer, and an Engliſh Homer, 
d ou may have had your choice from which 
„ o tranſlate: Zounds, Sir! ſays I, do 
ou think I have had a library as large, 
and as well ſtock'd as your ſhop to goto 
but you are out, I aſſure you, nor have 
I a book left in the world but this old 
Greek Homer, which I had at ſchool 
D and 
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and had not the title page and cover Mt 
been loſt, it had gone long ago with the 
reſt; but the pick and chuſe for two- 
pence man refuſed to give me a penny I 
for it; though that day I was almoſt fa. 3 P 
miſhed, but the rogues have, againſt Þ 
their will, I hope, dane both the world} 1 
and me great ſervice, by forcing me to Þ 
keep it; for, as I had only that one MF 
book to amuſe my leiſure hours, I have 0 
been enabled to compleat ſuch a rranſla-| = 
tion, as Pope himſelf never dreamt on; | 
and, I don't fear, but it will fuck 0 
ſo well as to pay you for your riſk, 
and me for my trouble, far beyond MW 
the mcſt ſanguine expectation. As | 
for my riſk, Sir, ſays he, with an = « 
aldermanic air, I ſhall be plain with 
you, becauſe I find you come directly to 7 
the point; as to my riſk, Sir, I never} 
run any: the town is very capricious ; il © 
one year they'll take it into their heads 
to 
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o like a thing, and cry an author up to 
the ſky, and the next year damn a bet- 
ter, or at leaſt as good, from the ſame 
hand, only becauſe they grow weary of 
; I praiſing ;z therefore, Sir, I always chuſe, 
if an author han't money of his own, 
ZE which very ſeldom happens, to make him 
2 find ſome friend to anſwer the loſs, in 
q caſe I am obliged to deal by wholeſale 
Z with the paftry-cooks and trunk-makers. 
EE — S'bl—d! fays I, you'll make a Jos 
WJ ſwear ! What the pox can trunk-makers 
do with my works? A hundred volumes 


won't line one ammunition trunk. For 
that reaſon, replied my ſteady-phiz'd. 
bookſeller, they won't be worth a hun- 
dred farthings; but I'll be generous with 
you, much more ſo than you'll find any 
of my fraternity: produce, as [I ſaid be- 
fore, a good man, to anſwer for the loſs, 
and I myſelf will be at the expence of 
ROY the firſt edition; and, ſhould it 

D 2 come 
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come to a ſecond, your friend will be 
quite free of his engagement, and you 
be ſome ſmall matter in pocket. I knew 
I could as ſoon raiſe the dead as a friend, 3 
to anſwer for any ſum above ix pence, b 
though I ſcorned to let him know o 
much of the matter; for to be poor, and 
look poor, is the d—l. I told him, 18 
would not trouble any of my friends for 
ſuch a trifle; and, if a bookſeller could 

not be found that would, on perafal, A 
run the riſk, I would not give myſelf 
much trouble about it; but if you, Sir, 
adds I, had put peruſed this tranſlation, 
you could not wrong your own judgment 
Jo much, I am certain, as to fear its not 3 
anſwering. As to my own judgment, | 
anſwers Mr. Square-toes, I never truſted 1 
it but once, and then was moſt horribly | 
deceived ; ſo I never truſted it ſince, nor 
ever will again, If you can meet with | 
a bookſe!ler that will, you'll have very 

good 
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good luck; but, ſhould you find ſuch a 
phenomenon, it will be no ſmall ſurprize, 
3 both to me and the whole fraternity ; and 
ſo, Sir, I'm your very humble ſervant. 
Away goes I from this worthy gentle- 
man bookſeller, in no great ſpirits, you 
may think; and, after trying about 


r 

d 2 twenty at leaſt, of the r lame ſtamp, 
Providence directed me to the real worthy 
i Mr. Goodman, who, upon hearing my 


4 tale with a great deal of patience, made 
me this moſt extraordinary anſwer; Sir, 
3 lays he, there is a calve's head and bacon 
3 juſt gone up into the dining-room, if 
Fou will eat a bit you are welcome; a 
glaſs of wine after it will refreſh your 
Wpirits; for you ſeem fatigued ; I'll then 
ly 4 ontrive to do you what ſervice I can. I 
Had been ſo little uſed to ſuch ſoft ſpeeches, 
hat I pinched my arms, to convince me 
1 was not in a dream; I then rubbed 
Wy eyes, to ſee if I was not talking to a 

D 3 ſuperior 


kinds of ſtuff, at leaſt to make as much. 


to me, appears the greateſt piece of in 


Srind a poor poet, is grinding the poorcil 


. 
* 
8 2 
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ſuperior being. 1 followed him, how. 


ever, Without heſitation; the ſmell of L 
the calf's head and bacon had taken entire | 
poſſeſſion of my ſenſes ; and I really was J 
entertained, if I live to the age of Ma- j 
thuſelah, I never ſhall forget it. At} I 


parting, with the countenance of a che. 


rubim, he ſaid, Sir, I judge of your im. 
patience to try the ſucceſs of your works, 


I'll therefore read them over this evening; 


_— if there's the leaſt chance of its tak 

„I'll print it at mY own expence; nol 
will I take an exorbitant profit for a tri. 3 
fling riſk : trifling, I call it, becauſe we 
have 4 thouſand ways of vending al | 


as will pay for print and paper : and | 
Sir, whatever my brethren of the trad 
may think, grinding the face of the poor 


humanity man can be guilty of; and, t 


0 
JN 


of the poor; then flipping half a guinea 
in ſilver into my hand, adds, in a ſofter 
tone, I would have you give my ſervant 
a ſhilling as you go down; the knave 


as 
z. will be ready to attend you at the ſtair- 
at foot; it is a cuſtom we cannot break in 
e. England; and 'I would preſerve every 


gentleman from being inſulted by their 
-. inſolent ſneers. wy 


l. Here's a bookſeller foryou, Mr Review- 
ers! here's a phenomenon ! as his worthy 
| brethren are pleaſed to ſtile him, in my opi- 
welt nion, all the world ſhould know him, tho* 
ali his modeſty won't let me put ſo much as 
ach the initial letters of his name; I may 
nd live though to make him amends; my 
ade heart feels comfort in that hope yet. — 
ord But I had almoſt forgot part of my ſtory , 
in my gratitude will force its way through 
my eyes, and I wet my paper by an in- 
voluntary tear ſtealing down my checks; 


. it 
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It is a tear of joy though, and gratitude 
mixed. But, to return to that part of 
my ſtory, I had almoſt forgot. — In the 
morning I waited on him again; found 
him at breakfaſt ; got a comfortable diſh 
of tea, and eat fix pieces of toaſt and 
butter; which went down more plea- | 
ſantly, becauſe this real worthy man, de- 
ſirous not to keep me in ſuſpence, ſays, | 
the moment I was ſeated, Sir, your | 
poem has been theſe three hours in the | 
hands of my printer; I read it over laſt . 
night, and gave it him this morning: F 1 
the firſt thing I did, with orders to get it ! 
forward as faſt as poſſible. I wiſh it may 2 
anſwer, more for your ſake than my own : W1 
whilſt you are attending the preſs, you Wi 
will be at too great a diſtance from your . 
own lodgings to eat there; but, if you MI: 

cal] in here about three o'clock, you will 

every day find a hot joint, though not 
coſtly, yet good in its kind; to which 1 
| aſſure 


— 
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aſſure you a hearty welcome. Heavens | 


8 


che next chapter. 


thinks I to myſelf, with what eaſe and 


XZ dignity would this man grace the greateſt 


fortune and higheſt of titles, and yer 


blind chance has made him only a book- 


ſeller; though happy for me he is one, 
elſe I had not only loſt the chance of ſhin- 
ing in the world, but many a good meal, 
which I am convinced I was ela to, 
whether my works anſwer or not Don't 
the ſtomachs of ſome of you, Mr, Re- 
viewers, wamble to be acquainted with this 


Z ſame bookſeller ? Now, inſtead of an- 


ſwering me, I hear you one and all cry, 
How the pox, Sir, came this good man 
to find any merit in your works! we can 
find none? Pray, who the d—1 were you 
before you turn'd poet ?—Fair and ſoftly, 
Mr. Reviewers, don't be ſo warm, I was 
Juſt going to tell you; but, ſince you are 
lo very haſty, I ſhall make you 7 till 


C II A P. 


42 THE AUTHOR'S 


CHAP. -VE. 1 
"Containing @ little more converſation eis 
the Reviewers. 4 


E it known by theſe preſents, both I 
to you, Mr. Reviewers, and the 
whole world, that I am neither more nor 
leſs than a broken apothecary; and, be 
it further known to your learned wor- 
ſhips, that, if I was ſer up a hundred 
times, and kept my fooliſh principles, 19 
ſhould break again — Hear me but cooly, 4 
and Vil tell you how I manag'd ; you'll 
blame me, no doubt; but I can't help 
that; inſtead of giving fifty bottles of“ 
chalk and water for pearl julep, at bat 
crown a bottle, whereby I m ight have 
cleared ten pounds and upward, with if 
| chouſand|iſ 
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—— thanks for my uncommon trou- 
ble; 1 always mix'd up the molt power- 
ful drugs in my ſhop, applicable to the 


| diſtemper; by which means, two or three 


bottles at moſt reſtored them; which 1 
charged with good reaſon, as I thought, 


© at five ſhillings a bottle: but, what think 


you was the conſequence ; I was looked 
upon as a very extortionous fellow, to 
charge ten or fifteen ſhillings for curing 
ſo ſlight a diſorder, when, by trifling 
with my patient's conſtitution, and per- - 
haps half, or three parts deſtroying it, I 
might have cleared, as I ſaid before, ten 
pounds with great thanks; yet, with a 
pox to me, I never could alter that fool- 
iſh humour of doing good when it lay in 
my power, and making a conſcience of 
porting with the conſtitutions of thoſe 
that truſted me, having ſeen ſo many fa- 
tal examples during the time of my ap- 
prenticeſhip; my matter being one of 


thoſe 
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thoſe that knew how to make the moſt 


of a jobb; by which means he acquired 


prodigious reputation, and the doctors 3 


cried him up to the ſkies; and good rea- 


ſ:ns they had; for I have known ſome of 


them receive forty fees, when, without 
his aiſiſtance, they could not poſſibly 
have been ſpun out to five; yet, though 
I faw him thrive ſo well, I never could 
perſuade myſelf to follow his example, 
though I plainly perceived the buſineſs, 
that I acquired by the meer dint of in- 
duſtry, dwindle daily, for want of uſing 
folks ill to preſerve it: I found more dit- 
ficulty every half year than others in pay- 
ing my rert and druggiſts notes; want 
began to ſtare me in the face; and yet, 
with a murrain to me, IU could not per- 
ſuade myſelf to change my opinion: I 


looked upon the man that ſhoots you 


through the head, or ſtabs you to the 
heart, as merciful, in compariſon to the 
ET villain 
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villain who wantonly plays with your 
W health : thus, in ſpite of me, a con- 
W ſcience, I never ſtrove to get rid of, 
brought me to beggary; and what a 
ſtarving apothecary was to expect, I 
F knew very well, from a ſpeech made by 
one of the faculty at a meeting, to con- 
ſult about tranſporting all quacks to the 
plantations: I never ſhall forget the 
2 ſpeech — He was a ſquat little fellow 
that made it; he looked as juſt come 
out of a bandbox; his wig had not one 
wrong hair in it; you would have ſworn 
it had been made by a ſtone-cutter in- 
[ ſtead of a barber; but it had the true 
phyſical fore-top, and the bottom turn'd 
up from his neck, ſo far as to ſtand in 
an horizontal poſition. Well, this figure, 
ſuch as he was, began his ſpeech, with — 
Gentlemen — Whether thirty apotheca- 
caries make two gentlemen, or not, the 

reader 
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reader knows as well as I; but ſo he be- 
gan. | 
Here endeth the ſixth chapter. . 


G 


Containing my brother Gallypot's notab!, 
ſpeech, and ſome ſmall matters beſides. | 


Entlemen, we are met here upon a 

very ſerious affair, and what highly 

concerns the welfare of all regular apo- 

1:4 thecaries; it is no leſs than the utter ex- 
. tirpation of quacks out of this kingdom. 
1 J have often urged before this to have a 


oY NT a. 0 r 


meeting of the faculty called, in order to] 
raiſe a ſubſcription to petition the par- 
liament for leave to bring in a bill, de- 
claring every man that dirs advertiſe, to 
be neither more nor leſs than a Lag 

and, 
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- Wand, if any man dies after taking the 
W medicines of a quack, he ſhall be de- 
© clared elo de ſe, and refuſed the rights of 
WM Chriſtian burial : I am ſure we have in- 
tereſt enough in the Houſe to get ſuch a 
© bill paſſed, which would drive James 
and his powders to the d—1 ; then would 
fevers walk the ſtreets in broad day- 
light as formerly, without fear of being 
demoliſhed by patent powders ; patients 
would look meagre, and apothecaries 
plump; whereas it is now quite the re- 
verſe, patients look plump, and apothe- 
caries ſo thin, a man would be apt to 
imagine they took their own phylick ; 
nay, there's hardly a ſtreet that cannot 
furniſh one, if not two properly quali- 
Wiicd, to act the apothecary's part in Ro- 
neo and Juliet. What adds to our miſ- 
Fortune is, mankind can have little or no 
idea of the miſery of a ſtarving apothe- 
ary — Butchers, if their cuſtom fails, 
can 
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can eat their own beef and mutton, and 
their wives ſteal now and then a pair of 


lamb- ſtones: poulterers can grow fat 


with feeding on their own ducks and 
coneys : fiſhmongers get their bellies full 
of ſtale ling, and indulge their wives with 


cods, when in ſeaſon : paſtry-cooks may 
gobble up their own cultards ; and gro- 


cers eat their own figs, except one they 
commonly ſpare for their wives: green- 
grocers wives may cram in their own 
carrots ; and bakers regale with butter'd 


buns ; even maſons wives, though they 


can make no uſe of their huſband's chips, 
yet can find great uſe for the ſtones : but 


poor apothecaries will ſooner ſtarve than 
touch one article in their own ſhops. 


Think then, gentlemen, what a deplo- 
rable caſe this is, and how loud it calls 
for immediate redreſs. For my part, tho? 
I am plumper than ſeven eighths of my 
brethren ; yet I ride, pardon me, I mean 
I walk 
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walk, but bare ten ſtone. As for riding, 
I have not been able to hire a horſe theſe 
five years: but, I ſay, though I am 
plumper than moſt of my brethren, yer, 
even a diſtant proſpe& of their diſtrefs 
alarms me; and I would chearfully con- 
tribute half a guinea, or even more, upon 
this occaſion, to remedy ſo dreadful an 
evil. 


This harangue made a very ſenſible 
impreſſion on me; what it did on the 
reſt of the company I won't fay ; but J 
perceived feveral long faces, as wcll as 
my own; I plainly foreſaw approaching 
ruin, and yet knew not which way to 
ſhun it without changing my principles, 
which I was reſolved to ſtarve by rather 
han give up. And ſtarving was the con- 
„ equence; for, in about twelve months 
frer, my empty boxes and houſhold 
goods were juſt able to pay my debts, 

a 2 
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me fifty ſhillings in the world: 
it was they I began to think of a new 
trade to live by; and my evil genius, 
which ſtill is ſo kind as to ſtick cloſe by 
my ſide, has direted me to the trade I 
have now taken up; and which, it is, 
more than probable, proves the more 
ſtarving buſineſs of the two. 


not leavi 


And now, O ye generation of criticks! 
fall to work, and make the moſt you cen 
of a ſtarved apothecary, as much a race a 
of Canibals as ye are, you'll have bur a 
very bad meal of my carcaſe ; it is ſkin It 
and bone, I'll aſſure you — Triſtram t. 
Shandy's a Falſtaff, compared to my 
lanthorn jaws; but I am not ſo good al! 
Chriſtian as he; I ſhan't ſay God bleſs in 
you all by the lump ; I'ſhall only ſay God ſY®! 
bleſs all that ſtrive to deſerve it; and, as d 
the devil ought to have his due, let him 
take the reſt, . 


e HAK 


CHAP. vil. 


I} herein a certain gentleman, an inhabitant 
of the lower regions, is mentioned much 
oftener than tbe good Chriſtian writer 
world willingly have choſe, had not his 
zeal 2 u ovliged bim to it. 


e J. my We ion en ds a little in- 

correct, be ſo kind as remember gen- 
in tlemen what hunger is; 1 don't repeat the 
m trite expreſiion, that hunger will break 
F through ſtone walls; but yer, gentlemen, 
al find it very neceſſary to eat: poor Sharp 
es in che Lying Valet, would not have left 
od bis maſter, but for that one ſmall conſi- 
as deration; I muſt eat, Sir, ſays he); 
im Hand really, hunger has made me much 
E 2 bolder 
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ſay, eating: if it is not a ſound of joy to 


aſk pardon if I am miſtaken) it is well 


and maul, or endeavour to maul, ever 
poor rogue that offers to get a meal with 


? 
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bolder than Sharp ; he only was for part- 

ing with a maſter that he loved, but 
Tuſh fearleſs into the mouths of —— not 
Cannon; but, what is much more for— 
midable, blunderbuſhes: if, by blunder- 
buſhes, you think I mean you gentlemen} 
criticks, pray enjoy the thought; I ſhan't 

contradict you ; I have better bulineſs of 

my own to mind; buſineſs of great con- 
fequence, eating, my good friends, | 


you now, I think it has been formerly ( 


times are now changed ſo much for the 
better; when the change happens on m). 
fide, I'll borrow a wile face, turn critic 


out my leave; but I fancy I ſhall have 
time enough to correct my book before: 
ſecond edition comes out. Iſee you all agret 
with me, nem. con. in that; but it is no v 

impoſſib i: 
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impoſſible we may be miſtaken; I wiſh it 


with all my heart, without troubling my 


head whether you do or not; however, 
let the worſt come to the worſt, I have 


the ſatisfaction to be conſcious, that it is 


not my fault, but my misfortune, that I am 
forc'd to write. The paragraph in my bro- 
ther Gally-por's ſpeech, that mentions the 
numbers qualified for the part in Romeo 
and Juliet, comes frequently into my 
mind; nor can I help thinking I am act- 
ing the moſt material part of that part 
myſelf, whilſt I write this; for, I can 

truly ſay, 


My poverty, but not my will conſents. 


A certain great and learned Eaſtern 
author, whoſe name I cannot at preſent 
recollect, wrote a very elaborate treatiſe; 
wherein he plainly, as he thought, proved 
that no man could reſiſt his deſtiny, or- 

E 2 in 
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in Engliſh, he needs muſt go whom che 
devil drives. Now, I take the learned 
gentleman's word, it really is ſo, God 
cannot poſſibly have any hand in the 
numberleſs amazing and ridiculous ſcenes 
that happen yearly in this great metro- 
polis, it muſt be the devil upon the 
coach-box, and nothing elſe 


What pray could drive the D— of 


to riſk @ HS @ 0.0 0:00.93 
and * he r d . „ „„ 
Anſwer, the devil 

What pray could drive the E— of 


to abandonn „„ „ „ „ „ „„ „„ 


before 
Anſwer, the ſame devil. 


What could drive my L—d to 


change „„ „ „ vnd 

Anſwer, nothing but the devil. 

What could farms, ang time ago, the 
5 moſt 
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moſt amazing coalition that the wonder- 
ing world ever wondered at ? The junc- 
tion of the Houſe of Auſtria, France, 
he and Ruſſia, was not to be named the 
J {ame day with it. What, I ſay, could 
form ſuch a coalition, but the very devil 
he . himſelf? | 


Who then dare ſay the devil is not on 
the coach-box © ? 


* | 

2 Here ended the firſt volume. 
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OO D people would you know the 
reaſon, 

T write at this unlucky ſeaſon; 

When all the nation is ſo poor, 

That few can keep above one whore ; 

Except the lawyers, whoſe large fees 

Can keep as many as they pleaſe. 

And Pope, with taſte and judgment great, 

Has deign'd this author to tranſlate. | 

The reaſon's this, he may not pleaſe 

The jocund tribe — ſo well as thele ; 


For 
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For all capacities can't climb, 
To comprehend the true ſublime. 
Another reaſon I can tell, 

Tho? filence might do full as well ; 
But being charg'd — diſcharge I muſt ; 
For bladder, if too full, will burſt. 

The writers of the merry claſs, 

Fer ſince the time of Hudibras, 

In this ſtrange blunder, all agree, 

To murder ſhort-leg'd poetry. 

Words, though deſign'd to make ye {miles - 
Vhy may*nt they run as ſmooth as oil. 
No poet-taſter can convince 

A man of any kind of ſenſe, 

hat verſe can be the greater treaſure, 
Becauſe it wants both weight and mea- 
- ſure; 

Or can perſuade, that falſe raph metre, 
han true and ſmooth, by far is better · 
This is the wherefore, and the why, 
lave Patience, you'll fee by and by. 
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A RIDES, as the ſtory goes, 
Took Parſon Chryſis by the noſe; 
Apollo, upon that occaſion, 
Reveng'd the prieſt on all the nation : 
This caus'd a dev'liſh quarrel *tween 
Pelides and the king of men; 
Which ended, to Achilles coſt ; 
For he the fair Bry ſeis loſt : 


On 
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On which great Jove and's wife fell out, 
And made a damn'd confounded rout : 
And had not Vulcan ſtep'd between, 
There ſure had mighty miſchief been. 
Juno at laſt was over-aw'd, 
Or Jove had been well clapper- claw d. 


H Oz; 
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BOOK rn FIRST. 


\ CHILLES' fury and his rant, 
The Grecians plague, O goddels ! 
n 

Which, in a manner quite uncivil, 

Sent many a warrior to the devil, 

And left the bodies near the fleet, 

To be by dogs and vultures eat. 

To this ſad paſs Atrides' freaks 

Had brought therueful long-fac'd Greeks: 
But who the d | durſt ſay no, 

Since angry Jove would have it ſo. 


But 
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But, prithee, tell us, Muſe, from whence ? 
The quarrel roſe, who gave th'offence? 
Latona's ſon was pleas'd to ſend 
A plague,. which ſlew em without end 
And all the people ſore perplex'd, 
Becauſe the king his prieft had vex'd: 
For which offence the God annoy'd 'em, 
And by whole waggon loads deftroy'd em. 


The caſe was this; Chryſies fair 
Was made a priſoner of war; 

, Ihe red- nos'd prieſt came hobling after, 
With preſents to redeem his daughter; | 
In forma ſupplicantis ſtands 
With Phoebus trincums in his hands ; Fay 
To all the captains made a ſpeech, 5 
And to the brothers joint, and each: 

| Kings, princes, and commanders ſtout, 
May you all live to ſee Troy out ; 

And may you, when the walls are down, 
Return ſafe home each mother's ſon. + 
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But ſince the town his godſhip ſpares, 
Pt help you all I can with prayers ; 


My daughter, I'll deſire no more: 


* 
eee 
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Was Jove but half the friend that J am, 
You quickly ſhould demoliſh Priam : 


For my part, if you'll but reſtore 


You'll hardly gueſs the many ſhifts 
I made to raiſe you all theſe gifts. 
If preſents won't, let pity move, 
And dread the angry ſon of Jove. 
The Grecians, by their ſhouting, tell 
Th'old gentleman ſpoke very _; 
They {wore reſpect to him was due, 
And he ſhould have his daughter too; 
For he had brought, or I'm miſtaken, 
A waggon-load of eggs and bacqn-: : 
No wonder then their mouths ould 
water, _ 2 
More for his bacon than his daughter. 
Hold, ſays Atrides, I ſay no: 
Two words mult to this bargain go : 


A 


And 
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„ And as for you, Sir, get you hence, 
our ſaucy ſpeeches give offence. 
or ſhall your ſtick, and laurel cap, 
Preſerve your knuckles from a rap, 


Unleſs without, or let, or ſtay, 

You nimbly take yourſelf away ; 
Therefore, you ſnarling ſon of whore, 
Begone, leſt you provoke me more. 2 
[ love thy daughter, and won't part, | 
Altho? it break thy ſniv'ling heart. 
I keep her till I can no more, oy 
And then I will not turn her oe be 8 
But land her ſafe on Argos ſhore. 

Where ſhe ſhall card and ſpin, and make 
The bed, which ſhe ſo oft did ſhake, 
Depend ſhe far remov'd ſhould be - 
From all ſuch blubbering g whelps as thee; 
So inſtantly to march begin, 
Whilſt thou has whole bones in thy ſkin. 
Away then ſneak'd the harmleſs wizard, 


Grumbling confoundedly ith? gizzatd; 
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And as diſconſolate he paſt, 

Look ſharp for fear of being thraſt: 
But out of harm's way when he got, 
To Phœbus he ſet up up his rout, K. 


Oſmintheus, Latona's ſon, "I 
That Cilla keeps morn, night, and noon, 
Light of the world that doth command, 


Both Tenedos and Chryſa's land. 


Remember, I have oft hung up 


Garlands as round as any top; 

And ſtall fed oxen; to be plain, 

Upon thine altar have I ſlain; 

Beſides great ſtore of lamb and mutton, 
Enough to ſerve a bigger glutton; 

In recompence I now require, 

The Grecians feel thy dreadful ire : 


For ſure thou can'ſt not grudge th' leaſt, 
To vindicate ſo good a prieſt, 


He pray'd, and in a minute ſtrait, 
The carrot-pated God took flight : 


Before he ſtirr'd he bent his bow, 
That he might have the leſs to do: 


Fierce 
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Lo _ 


on, 
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jerce as he mov'd, the Greeks to find, 
He made a deviliſh noiſe behind, 
Vith breaking wind, he ſurely never 
ould make ſuch din—it was his quiver: 
Vhich as he trotted with a thwack, 
Rattled againſt his ſun-burar back, 
In darkneſs he his body ſhrouds, 
By making up a cloak of clouds : 
But when he came within their view, 
Twang went his truſty bow of yew : 
Vith dogs and mules he firſt began; 
rom theſe he aims his ſhafts at man. 
Nine nights he never went to ſleep, | 
ut knock'd 'em down like rotten ſheep : 
nd would have ſows'd em all; but Juno, 


A ſcolding b—h as any you know, 


ave a broad hint to Thetis' ſon, 
Vho ſtrait to all the col'nels run, 
Crying aloud with one accord, 
Pray haſten to the council board. 
Now ſeated all with ſapient look, 
Achilles roſe, and thus he ſpoke: 
* My 
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My * lords, can any reaſon ſhew, _ 

The Grecians ſhould not homeward go, 
What think ye + Geats, this * will 

have | 

All that the ſword Was d to ſave. 

I think 'tis time to ſpare the few ; 

T think, indeed, but what think you? 
We cannot long, upon my word, 

Hold out againſt both fire and ſword : 

A cunning man, perhaps, may tell us 
The reaſon why this plague befel us; 

Whether we're puniſh'd on this wiſe, 

For falling ſhort of ſacrifice : | 

If to our words we han't been true, 

We'll offer hecatombs juſt now; 

Therefore let ſuch a man be found, 

Either above or under ground, : | 

That Grecian hearts may ceaſe to mourn, 

And arrows to their caſe return, 


I find the Grecian l were all lords. 
+ And gentlemen too; now, in ſome countries, 


He 


ou'll ſee a lord no gentleman, | 
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He ſaid, and ſquatting on his breech, 
alchas roſe up, and look'd on each : 
Vith caution he began to ſpeak, 

\ ſpeech compos'd of pureſt Greek. 
le was a wizard, and did know, 
alt, preſent, and the future roo. 

The different languages he knew 

Of every kind of bird that flew ; | 

Each word could conſtrue that they ſpoke, 
r ſcriech-owls ſcream, or ravens croak; 
\nd by a ſcience moſt profound, 

Diſtinguiſh rotten eggs from found. _ 
Vhen firſt the Grecians man'd their boats, 

To ſail and cut the Trojans throats ; 

Safely to ſteer *em through the tide, 
hey choſe this wizard for their guide. 

As flow as clock-work he aroſe, 

And firſt began to blow his noſe ; 

ubious to ſpeak, or hold his tongue, 
lis words betwixt his teeth were hung: 

„Hut having taken heart of grace, 

le thus began t'explain the caſe: 

. F 2 Darling 
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Darling of Jove, if thou would'ſt knoy, 
Why Phoebus draws his longeſt bow, 
Fl tell ; if from Atrides' rage, 
Thou'll tooth and nail defend my age; 
Becauſe I know things muſt come our, 
That fore will gripe him in the gut. 
Theſe monarchs are ſo proud and haughty 
Subjects can't tell them when they'n 
taulty 13 RO 
Becauſe, though now their fury drops, 
Some how or, other out it pops. 
And this remember, whilſt you live, 
When kings can't puniſh, they'll forgive 


Achilles thus; old Cock ſpeak out; 
Speak freely, without fear or doubt. 
By Jupiter! I ſweaP, ſo long 
As I draw breath amidſt this throng, 
The bloodieſt cur in all this crew _ 
Sha'n't dare ſo much as bark at you; 
Not een the chief, ſo grum and tall, 
Wo fits two ſteps above us all. 


Thel 


T 
\\ 
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2 Theſe words the doubtful vet'ran chear, 
Who then proceeded without fear. 
To th* gods you're honeſt, I can ſay, 
Nor e'er refus'd good beef to ſlay. 
But 'tis our chief provok'd the god, 
To ſcourge us witn this iron rod; 
} Bccauſe his prieſt was d—d ill us d; 
lis daughter ——d, himſelf abus'd : 
The vicar!s pray'rs caus'd theſe diſorders 5 
Gods fight for men in holy orders; 
Nor will he from his purpoſe flinch ; 
Nor will his godſhip budge one inch; 
veſt But without mercy, great and ſmall, 
In ſudden death involve us all. 
f Agamemnon doth not ſend her 
With mighty captains to attend her, 
Then let's in haſte the girl reſtore 
Without a ranſome ; and what's more, 
Let's rams, and goats, and oxen give, 
That prieſts and gods may let us live. 
Ready to burſt with vengeful ire, 
That made his ſparkling eyes ſtrike fire. 
Cl | 0-4 Atrides 


5 
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Atrides with an angry ſcrowl 
Replies, the devil d—n your foul! 
I've a great mind, you louſy wizard, 


To lay my fiſt acroſs your mazzard. An 
Son of an ugly ſquinting bitch; IM. 
Pray who the pox made you a witch? Bu 
I don't believe, you mongrel. dog, Ye 
| You ken a handſaw from a hg; Be 


Nor know, altho' you thus dare flounce, T 
How many f—ts will make an ounce: Si 
And yet, you ſcurvy croaking toad. R 
Miſchief you can to me forebode; A 
And think, becauſe you are a prieft, N 
You ſafely may with rulers jeſt: 10 
But I forewarn thee, ſhun the ſtroke, 1 
Nor dare my king-like rage provoke; 1 
A pretty fellow | thou to teach : 
Our men to murmur at thy ſpeech! I 
With falſhood all the Greeks ſurprize, 
And bring the gods to back thy lies; 
And all becauſe a girl I keep 
For exerciſe, to make me ſleep, : 
8 Beſides, 
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Beſides, the wench does all things neatly, 
And handles my affairs compleatly. 
She hems, marks linen, and ſhe ſtitches, 
And mends my doublet, hoſe, and breeches. 
My Clytemaeſtra well I love, 

But not ſo well as her, by Jove! 

Vet ſince you ſay we fuffer-flaughter ; 
Becauſe I kiſs this parſon's daughter 
Then go ſhe muſt— I'll let her go, 
Since that will eaſe my people's woe, 
Rather than ſee my Grecians fall, 

And be eſteem'd the cauſe of all; 

My deareſt pretty wench Ill give, 

On whom I doat, for whom I live; 
But fince I mult reſign for Greece, 

I ſhall expect as good a piece: 

'Tis a great loſs, and * d—n my blood 
But all ſhall join to make it good. 


* Homer's gods, goddeſſes, and heroes, were 

2]l heathens ; therefore you muſt not be ſurprized 

if they ſpeak and act like heathens. Sweating 

and talking bawdy, are bad Chriſtian accompliſh- 
ments, but they do mighty well for heathens. 

, N Achilles, 


8 
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Achilles, with a furious nod, 

Replies, a pretty ſpeech, by 6-41 

T hiok'tt thou the troops will in her ſtead, 
Send what they got with broken head! 


Nor ſhall we e it very fair, 
To give what we have earn'd in war. 


You tyrants may with face demand, 

But none but fools will underſtand. 

It thou for plunder look'it, my boy, 
Enough there is of that in Troy: 

Her towers, perhaps, we down may pull, 


And then we'll ſtuff thy belly full. 


The king attack'd him in his turn; 
As thus: Achilles, thee I ſcorn : 
Do'nt think that I will be ſo ſerv'd, 


And thou lie warm, whilſt I am ſtarv'd. 


Though thou in battle makes brave work, 
Can beat the dl, pope, and Turk, 
Thou ſhalt not force from me my prize; 
The man that doth muſt early riſe. 


T hou 


| Thou brainleſs elf, ſhall I, d'ye fee, 


Give up my girl to pleaſure thee ? 

Let ſomething be produc'd to view, 
Whieh I may have of her in lieu; 
Something that's great and noble, ſee! 
That's: worthy ſuch a prince as me; 

Or elſe I will ; my choler riſes, 

Soon have a ſtroke at all your prizes: 
Ulyſſes, Ajax, I'll make puts, 

And take their booty by the ſcuts. 

The man that's hurt may bawl and roar, 
And ſwear, but he can do no more. 

zut this ſome other time may be, 

The veſſel launch'd J now mult fee : 
Prepare the offerings, and take care, 
That pilots ſkK\l'd, and oars there are; 
The ropes well tarr'd, the ſails be good; 


The bottom tallow'd, calk'd the wood: 


Then ſhall Chryſeis go on board, 
attended by ſome noble lord; 
By Creta's king, or Ajax bold, 
Or by Ulyſſes wiſe and old; 
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Or, if I pleaſe, ll make you ſkip 
Aboard, as captain of the ſhip; 
*Tis fit Achilles ſhould. appeaſe 
This God; for he may do't with eaſe. 
Achilles, at this mortal twitch, - ' 
Sprang up like lightning from his breech; 
Stammer'd for words, art laft found vent, 
And back to him this anſwer ſent, _ 
Thou lump of guile and impudence ! 
Thou king without a grain of fenſe ! 
Thou dupe to intereſt and deceit ; 
I find, what's baſe thou chink lt mol! 
mee? 

Is this the caſe? I view no chief 

For thee will fight, or eat thy beef. 
Ho can'ſt thou hope the Grecian band 
Will ever charge at thy command ? 
What buſineſs I to fight thy battle, 
The Trojans never ſtole my cattle? 
My farm ſecur'd by rocks and ſands, 5 
Bid bold defiance to their bands: 

| We! ve 


A 


— — 


It, 


Iſt 
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We've plenty there uf every thing; 
Our men can fights ſo can cheir king. 
Hither we:came,: tis ſhame, I'm fure, 
Toifght;ifor hat ? an arrant whore: 
A pretty ſtory this tos tell. 


- Inſtead of being treated well, U A. 


In recompence for all our blows, 
We're ſpurn'd and r * , "Es 
get One olivg 1c 0 | 
And; dart 8 think to die we 
plunder, A 


For which I made wy beetle dad: 


And men and horſes truckle under? 
No! ſince it was the Grecians gift, 
To keep it I ſhall make aà ſhift. 
What would'ſt 444 ge hoo had'ſt 
the bet 

Of every thing; ne tis no deckt 8 
But in whole ſkin thou lov'ſt to be, 
And leave the fighting trade to me: 
Sometimes you give a trifling toy, 
At other's I am call'd brave boy. 
0 This 
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This will no more hold water, for 
I am reſolv'd to leave this ſhore. 


When I go, and my men to boots, 
I leave thee then a king of clouts. 


The general gave him tit for tat, 
And anſwer'd, cocking firſt his hat; 
Go, and be d—d ! you bluſtering whelp, 
Pray, who the d-— 1 wants your help? 
When you are gone, I know there are 
Colonels ſufficient for the war: 

Beſides, oreat Jove will fight for us, 
What need we then this mighty fuſs? 
Thou lov'ſt to quarrel, fratch, and jangle, 
To ſcold and ſwear, and fight and wrangle, 
Great ſtrength thou haſt, who gave it 
thee | 2 
Art thou ſo ſtupid, can*ſt not ſee ! 
Thatſtrength deriv'd from gods mult be. 
Of all Jove's ſons, a baſtard hoſt ; 


For reaſons good, I hate thee moſt. 
Prithee 
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Prithee be packing; thou' rt not fit, 

Or here to ſtand; or there to ſit: 

In thy own country men affront; 

There thou may'ſt reign lord paramount. 
Thee and thy friendſhip both I ſcorn ; 
To fear thee know I was not born: 

Go bully, go, and learn at ſchool, 

Firſt to obey, and then to rule. 

The gods for my Chryſeis fend, 

And to reſtore her I intend : 

But look, what follows, ſurly prince, 

J, to thy ſorrow, will convince 

Both thee and thine, that Bryſics fair, 
The loſs I ſuffer ſhall repair; 

I' let thee know what *ris to be 

A rival to a king like me: = 
Thou and this people all ſhall know, JÞ 
That kings are only ſubject tro 5 
The gods, or right or wrong they do. 


Had you but ſeen Achilles fret it, 
I think you never could forget it; 
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A fight fo dreadful ne'er was ſeen, 

He ſweat for very tage and ſpleen: 
Long was he ballanc'd at both ends; 
When reaſon mounted, rage deſcends: 
Tie laſt commanded ſword lug out; 


The firſt advis'd him not to ddt. 


Eager to let the general blood; 105 
When Pallas, ſwift Aena elne 1 
Hit him a knock upon the crown; 

Then roar'd as loud as. ſhe could yelp, 


] 
1 
1 
With halt drawn weapon fierce he: Nod, 1 
C 


Lugging his ears, tis I, you whelp: I 
She brought from Juno depuration, FT 
Who was a friend to both their nation. IT. 


By th' Greeks ſhe could not be diſcover'd, IP. 
*Cauſe by a black cloud ſhe was cover'd. | Fe 


| | | If 

Pelides wonder'd who could de III 
So bold, and turn'd about to ſee: I Fo 
He knew the brightneſs of her eyes, ILe 
And loud as he could baw], he cries, An 


Goddeſ 
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Goddeſs of Wiſdom ! pray what weather 

Has blown your grain” Gouble hi- 
ther? 

Howe'er, thou com'ſt quite opportune, 

To ſee how baſely I'm run down; 

Thou com'ſt moſt apropo incop. 

To ſee how I will trim this dog: 

For by this truſty blade, his life 

Or mine ſhall end this ns __ 


To whoa, reply Jche bloe, 'd Pallas, 
I come to ſave thee from the WS 3 
Thou'rt ſurely either mad or drunk, 
To threaten murder for a punk: 
Prithee now, let this paſſion cool; 
For once be guided by a fool: 
I flew like light'ning from above, 
Thy dreadful fury to remove; | 
For white-arm'd Juno bid me ſay, 


Let reaſon now thy paſſion ſway, 
And angry be another day. 


To 
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To Juno both alike are dear, 

And both alike to me, Ill ſwear. | 
Return thy cutlas to its place, | 
And then abuſe him to his face: 
In time, depend, thy friendſhip he 
Shall court with almoſt bended knee; 
Only forbear revenge juſt now, 
And learn thy paſſions to ſubdue. 


\ AMR = WW — 7 od bn 


Achilles thus,, with ears and eyes, 
I mind thee goddeſs, bold and wiſe : 
»Tis hard, indeed, but PII forego | 
Revenge upon this ſcurvy foe: 
I know, if thy advice I take, 
A recompence thoub ſurely make: 
Beſides, of all the heavenly crew, 
I pay the moſt regard to you : 
This ſaid, he rams into the ſheath. 


His rulty inſtrument of death. F! 94 
| | % 


(Pallas then inſtantly took flight, 
Aſtride her broom-ſtick, out of light; Fo 
And 


And &er you could fepeht twice ſeven, * 
Had reach'd the outward gate of heaven. 2 
His gizzard ſtill was :mighty hor, 
And boil'd like porridge in a pot; 
Atrides he did ſo randafr, 
He calPd him all but gentleman : 
Thou dog in face! thou deer in heart! 
Thou call'd a fighter! thou a ft! 
Thou neither wilt in ambuſh lie, 
Nor in the field thy {kill dares try ; 

ou can look on and bid us fight, 
And claim the greateſt profit by'c. 

reat Agamemnon ſafer goes, 


To rob his friends than plunder foes: 


And he who dares to contradict, 
s ſure to have his pockets pick'd 

ear then, you pilf *ring dirty cur, 
Vhoſe thieving makes ſo great a ſtir : 
By this fame truncheon, now I ſwear; 
(And oaths to me full binding are) 
Vhich is divided from the tree 
For ever, ſo Pm cut from thee : 
5 G I ſwear, 
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I ſwear, I ſay, by this ſame ſtick, 
That I no more will come i' th' nick 
Your hides to ſave: let Hector ſwagger, 
And in your throttles ſheath his dagger 
Alas, peccavi, thou wilt ſay, 
Then ply thy heels, and run away; 
All this will happen, I conjecture, 
The very next time you ſee Hector; 
And then thyſelf thou'lt hang, I trow; 
For uſing brave Achilles ſo: 

This ſaid, his truncheon gilded round, 
With force he daſh'd upon the ground; 
Then ſat him down upon his bum, 
And ſcratch'd his elbow with his thumb 


— 


1 r 


3 r . RS 


Atrides gave, by anſwer clear, 
A Rowland for his Oliver;  Þ 
And talk'd away at ſuch a rate, \ 
You'd think him born at Billingſgate: Þ} - 


Whill 
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Wund chus . _ 25555 _ * 

yo e 

35 Old 1 Neſtor riſes from his chair; 
Smooth as pomatum was his tongue, 

Where words diſtill'd from honey hung. 
Two generations he had ſeen, 

And now a third he ruFd as king; 

And what you hardly credit will, 

KRemain'd a fine old Grecian ftill. 

» I On him with rev'rend awe they look, 

' BW Whilſt thus the wrinkled hero ſpoke : 

To Greece, what burning ſhame *rwill be, 

To Troy, what mirth and jollity, ' 

That our beſt leaders, men ſo ſtout, 

For coney-ſkins ſhould thus fall ovr : 

Young men, the old may treat-as mules, 

We know full well young men are fools; 

Therefore, my friends, with all my heart, 

A ſtory I'll to you impart : 

once a ſet of fellows knew; 

All hearts oF oak, and backs of yew —— 
8 2 Po 
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To look for ſuch would be in vain, 
I ne'er ſhall fee ſuch men again; | 
Perithous fame, who can come near, 
Or with bold Dryſas dare compare? 
Theſeus was more than mortal ſtrong, 
And Polyphemus in the throng, 
Fought like a dragon; Cineus . 
Whole heaps of deſperate warriors ſlew. 
Theſe were my cronies, I declare; 
To them I owe my ſkill in war: 
With theſe the boar ſtood little chance; 
They made the Centaurs kick and prance. 
Now ! brave boys, theſe hearts of 
oak, 
Were all attention when ſpoke : 
And liſtening would they ſtand, d'ye lee, 
Like:-ſow beneath an apple-tree : 
Tho” I was young, they thought me viſe, 
Jou ſure may now with me adviſe: 
Atrides, don't Briſeis ſeize, 
That action may the Greeks diſpleaſe; 
| Ne or 
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Nor you, Achilles, play the fool, 
T'inſult the king; for he! mult rule: 
Thou art in fight the firſt, I grant; 
As brave as Mars, or John a- Gaunt: 
But then Atridesꝰ majeſt /, 
From igſults ought to keep him free. 
Of power and ſtrength then it is meet, 
A uſeful mixture to compleat: 

!l try Achilles to appeaſe, 
Endeavour you, your heart to eaſe. 

I'd rather give five hundred pound, 
Than Re ne > an ay ground. 


Bravo! old boy! the king replies, 
I ſwear my veteran's wond*rous wile : 
But that ſnap-dragon won't fubmit 
To laws, unleſs he thinks 'em fit; 
Becauſe he can the Trojans ſwinge, 
He fancies I to him ſhould cringe: 
But I ſhall teach him better things, 
And make him know I'm king of kings. 
86 Achtes 
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| Uſage like this Iwell deſerv'd, 


I'm wiſer grown, that thou ſhalt ſee ; 
For any woman, wife, or whore, 
That thou thy buſkins even tread ; 


For the ill treatment of thy friend, 


With haſty ſteps Achilles went, 


Achiles quickly broke the thread 
Of this fine ſpeech; and thus he ſaid 3 


When under ſuch a rogue I ſerv'd. 


Command then any fools but me : 
Seize my Briſeis, if thou liſt, 4 
Thou'lt find that I ſhall not reſiſt; 
Safely then do it, for no more, 


F , ONE... 


Achilles fights; but take good heed, 


No more Achilles dare t'affront, 
Leaſt he ſhould call thee to account, 


And thy blood pay for't in the end. 


This noble conf*rence being o'er, 
Sullen they turn'd 'em to the door, 


LH He Bed a i 9 end . EO :z. 3 Rs uw. 


And fat down fulky in his tent: 
Mean 
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Mean time Atrides fitted out 

A choſen veſſel firm and ſtout; 

On deck Miſs Chryſeis took her ſtand, 
Ulyſſes had the chief command. 
The off*rings in the hold they ſtuff d, 
Then all fails fet, away they luff d. 

The king of men doth next aſſay, 

The ſoldiers filth to waſh away; 

A cart and horſe to every tent, 

He with a noiſy bellman ſent : 

The bell did ſignify, you muſt. 
Without delay bring out your duſt : 
Then made em ſtand upon the ſhore, 
And with ſea-water rub'd them. o'er, 
And part with brimſtone, for ſome bitch 
Had given half the troops the. itch ; 

And by a like unſeen miſhap, 

The other half had got the cl—p; 
{Which prov'd to them a mighty ſhock, 
Becauſe they had no doctor R—ck, 
Nor.p—ſſ—g poſt to paſte a bill: 

You'll find a cure on Ludgate- Hill. 

G 4 O 


= 
a « * . 
ow, 


— 
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O doctor, what a loſs indeed, 

The Grecians could not Engliſh read : 

What hoſts would thy aſſiſtance ſeek, 

Couldſt thou but write a bill in Greek.) 

His next employ was killing goats, 

Of ſturdy. bulls, he cut the thadats: 

The hecatombs in order laid, 

To Phoebus all the rights are paid: 

To heaven in clouds the ſmoke aroſe, 

Apollo ſnuft it up his noſe. | 

For rather than they would provoke him, 

They ſent him ſmoke enough to choak 
him. 

Whilſt thus they offer'd ſacrifice, 

Rage ſhot from both Atrides' eyes; 

Two meſſengers his nod attend, 

By whom he does this meſſage ſend : 

Run to Achilles tent; take heed, 

And bring away his wench with ſpeed; 

Tell him you're order'd to attend her, 

And I expect he'd quickly ſend her; 

Elie with a file of muſqueteers, 


l' beat his tent about his ears. 
They 


HOMER*S ILIADS. 89 


They hung an a—lſe, what could they do? 
They*d rather not, but yet muſt go; 

Penſive they trod the barren ſand, 

On this fide ſea, on that ſide land. 

And look'd diſconſolate, *ris ſaid, 

For fear of getting broken head: 

The hero in his tent they found; 

His eyes were fix'd upon the ground: 
They reliſh'd not his ſurly look, 

And out of fear their diſtance took : 
Quickly he gueſs'd they were in trouble, 
Arid ſcorn'd to make their burden double; 
But with his finger or his thumb, 
Beckon'd the tardy knaves to come. 

Ye truſty meſſengers, draw near, 

and don't bedawb yourſelves for fear; 
ho? you ſmell ſtrong, but if it's ſo, 

Pray clean yourſelves before ye go; 

| know full well for what you came, 

And likewiſe know you're not to blame 
-vmpelFd, you hither bent your way 
our maſter bids—you muſt obey : 

Patroclus, 
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Patroclus, fetch my faireſt maid, 

Let her to him be quick convey'd: © 

But hark, ye meſſengers — declare, 

What I. by all the gods now ſwear; 

That tho? in blood all Greece mall wal- I 
low, z A 

With fretting T'Il conſume no rallow 1 

But coolly ler the Trojans come, 

And drub ye every mother's ſon : 

And if to me they are but civil, 

May drive ye ſcoundrels to the d—1: 


— 


Your raſh ungovern'd headſtrong chief | 
(Whoſe folly far exceeds belief) 4 
When on his head thoſe ills are ſent, . : 


Will then, tho' much too late, repent. 


The captive wench Patroclus bears, 
Oppreſs'd with grief, and drown'd in 
dean; . 
Who with a woful heavy heart, 

As loath from his ſtrong back to part; 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt with the meſſengers ſne went, 
Glanc'd her eyes backward to his tent. 


Now, * the pretty girl was 1s gone, 
He cry'd like any Jubber-loon ; In 
And hanging o'er the ſea his head, 
With ſobs and ſighs theſe words he ſaid, 
Oh mother! K I am to die, 
o ſoon, I know not how, nor Why; 3 


I think great Jove ſhould glory give, 


and grant me ſplendor whilſt I live. 
is quite reverſe; yon kingly knaye, 
Has ſtole the deareſt prize I have; 
and in the face of all the throng. 

Of chiefs, has dar'd to do chis wrong: 


The goddeſs heard him under water , | 
\nd ran as faſt as ſhe could patter : 
She ſaw he'd almoſt broke his heart, 
nd, like goon mother, took his part: 
don, I can't bear to ſee thee cry; 
-ome, tell mama, the reaſon Why? 


{ 
| 
| 


He 
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He figh'd from bottom of his cheſt, N 
And thus his cauſe of grief expreſs'd; 0 


That curſed rogue, bur verily, | B 
You muſt know all as well as I : 8 
Therefore I'll briefly tell my ſtory, 
And get it over in a hurry : 8 8 A 
What 1 you, that vile jan U 
donde? 1 
That Agamemnon, to your ſon: L 
Becauſe his pretty g girl is gone, 8 
He muſt have mine, forſooth, or none, 1 
The Greeks to me this prize impart; e 
He cares not for the Greeks a fart. * 
We went to Thebes, a town to ſack, 9 
And brought a world of plunder back: * 
And after a diviſion fair, t 
Chryſeis fell to in generals ſhare: : H 
But ſoon her aged father came, « 
With preſents, to redeem the dame; 7 


And made ſuch humble ſupplication, 
As pleas'd the chiefs of either nation. 
Non, 


I's 
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Now, every Greek, except Atrides, 
On this ſame reverend parſon's 8 fide i: is: "YI 
But he, of no one ſoul afraid, 
Swore blood and oons, he'd, keep bi 
maid: _ "2 
And, with an anſwer moſt i | 
Damn'd the old fellow to the d MEN 
The prieſt walk'd home in doleful KATY 
Like Witherington, upon his ſtumps z j 
But, it is plain, he made a halloo, 
That reach'd his lovipg friend Apollo: 
For he in wrath, moſt Torioully, 74 
Began to ſmite us hip and thigh; 
And, had not I found out a prophet, 
That told us all the reaſon of it, 
I'm apt to think, that not a ſinner, 5 1 
Had now been left to eat a dinner, = 
But that as ſure as any gun, ee 41 i | 
We'd periſh'd every mother's ſon: | 
I'was I, indeed, did firſt adviſe 
"appeaſe the god by ſacrifice; —— 
CY, | And 
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And then bis pardon ſtrive to gain; ; 
By ſending home the maid again; 
For which the d—d confounded churl 
Swore he would have Achilles' girl: 
And this minute, you muſt know, 
Like a great fool, have let her go; 
For which; no doubt, I ſhall be ſcoff'd at, 
And by the Greeks and Trojans Jaugh'd 

at: 8 : 8 
To Jove then go, and coax him well, 
As you know how, the ſtory tell 
How you of all the gods held out, 
When they once rais'd a rebel rout; 
Thou with a boggard ſcar'd 'em all, 
And made *em let their weapons fall ; 
Of hands the gods had each but two, 
Thine had a hundred; i'n't that true: 
Tell him to drive the Greeks pell-mell, 
And fend their ſouls in ſhoals to hell; 
And give the king to rule with ſpeed, 
Not o'er the living, but the dead; 


And 


0 


ad 
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And then he'll hang himſelf for ſpite, _ 
He durſt the beret. Gregia night. 


His mother ; 8 was almoſt broke, 
To hear how mournfully he ſpoke: 
But having figh'd, ſhe thus replies, 
The ſalt brine running from her eyes: 
O ſon ! moſt ſure the d “'s in't! 
Thy life the Fates cut ſhort and ſtint : 
Hard uſage this, and then to boots, 
To bear the Grecians gibes and Bouts, 
Is worſt of all: take my advice, | 
And hie thee homeward in a trice ; 3 
Or, if a mind thou haſt to , = 
Aſſiſt em not in any fray, . 
To Jupiter Pl ſurely go,. | 
And det him all the matter know; | 
He junkets now with ſwarthy faces, 
For Jupiter has all his paces; 
And will continue at the feaſt, 
Ten or eleven days at leaſt: 


Soon 
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Soon as his feaſting's at an end, 

PU tell him all, you may depend 

Till Jove has granted my petition, 
Don't ſtir to ave! em from perdition ; 
I'll come when I know more o'th* matter, 
So ſouſe ſhe plung'd beneath the water, 


Mean time, Ulyſſes, ſkipper good, 
In Chryſa's port, at anchor rode. 


When fails were furl'd, and all made 2 
„ nog; 
They tipt the can, and paſs'd 13 Jug. E 
Next in their boats they bring aſhore C 
The off”rings, neither leſs nor more 
Than they took in; and laſt came out 2 
The girl that caus'd this woeful rout. 5 
The wiſe Ulyſſes, quick as thought, 
Her ladyſhip to th'altar brought; | ; 


And, as he gave her to her dad, 

He made his reverence; and ſaid, 7 
* | * 8 
I'm come, thus kneeling on my knees, 
Apollo's anger to appeaſe; | 

FAVE With 


HOMER'S ILIADS. 97 
With precious gifts I bring to thee, 
Thy daughter back, and ranfom free; 
nd, what I own is boldly ſaid, 
e brought her with her naidenhead 
To Sol then ſupplication make, 
That he this plague may from us take: 
The parſon hug d and Kils'd his daugh- 
ter, 
\nd ſhak'd the hands of them that 
brought her; = 

do pleas'd to ſee the maid again, 
le fell to prayers with might and main; 
and, whilſt the Greeks the cattle lay, 
nos did the prieſt to Phoebus pray; ; 
Apollo, prithee hear me, now, 
eke thou did'ſt nine days ago. 

5 thou at my requeſt did'ſt kill 
The Greeks 3 now ceaſe their blood to 

55 
lear my petition once again, 
\nd eaſe the caitiffs of their pain.“ 


a 4 


H Apollo, 


8 = . 5 — i —— HE oe oo —— 
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Rare ſongs they ſung, and catches too, 
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Apollo, as the ſound drew near, x 
To ev'ry ſyllab lent an ear; \ 
And now it was the horned creatures, IE 
Were portion'd into halves and quarteÞ A 


After the god of day was ſerv'd, 
The prielt for all the people carv'd. 
I.ord! how the hungry whoreſons ſcaff 
How eagerly the wine they quaff'd, 
Till they had left no ſingle chink, 
Either to hold more meat or drink. 
Now they were in for't, and grew mello 
Nothing was heard but whoop and h 
loo : 


The compoſition good and true ; 
Apollo made 'em every one; 
*T'is pity they were loſt ſo ſoon. 


But now 'tis time that we find out 

What fierce Achilles is about, 1 
Penſive he ſat, and bit his thumbs; | « 
No comfort yet, no mother comes. 


\ 54 Ele: 


iff! 


HOMER'S ILTADS. 99 


Eleven days were gone and paſs'd, 
When Jove return'd to heab'n at laſt: 
Enough he'd got of kiſs and uſmack, 


And found 'twas time to travel back. 


The mother on her word muſt think, 
So up ſhe mounted in a twink, 
Approach'd his godſhip, whom ſhe took. 
Faſt by the hand; and thus ſhe Poe: 
If ever I had luck to be 
Uſeful in time of need to thee, 
Quickly revenge th'affront that's done 
By Agamemnon to my ſon. 
Let Hector thraſh 'em, if he liſt, 
Till every Grecian rogue's bepiſt, 


| And make them ſcamper at his ſight, 


ley 


Like frightned larks before a kite.” 


Whilſt Jove conſiders what to ſay; 
Onward ſhe goes; ſhe'll have no nay ; 
« You muſt with my requeſt comply, 
My deareſt dad, pray don't deny : 
H 2 But 
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But let the heavenly rabble ſee 
Some kindneſs is reſerv'd for me:“ 


Then anſwers he who rolls the thunder, 
I'm much amaz'd, and greatly wonder, 


That you ſhould thus attempt, with tears, 
To ſet my rib and me by th'ears, 
This, by my ſoul! will make rare work | 
Juno will rate me like a Turk ; 
You ſurely know, and have known long; 
The dl cannot match her tongue: 
To Troy, I'm fure, I wiſh full well; 
She ne'er forgets that tale to tell: 
But get you gone, leaſt ſhe ſhould ſee : 
Your ſuit, depend, ſhall granted be: 
With head (obſerve) I'll give a nod, 
That cannot be revers'd, by G- d: 
The Thunderer then his noddle ſhakes, 
And Greece, like city cuſtard, quakes. 
Thetis, well pleas'd the Greeks to ſouſe, 
Dives under water like a gooſe; 
Whilſt Jove to th'upper houſe repairs, 
And calls about him all his peers:, 
With 


6. EE WE M1 DON % ry, © 2 
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With hanging look and trembling hand, 

They all before his footſtool ſtand, 

Juno excepted ; fear ſhe ſcorns; | 

She hates all manners ; damns all forms ; | 

And becauſe Jove had juſt been talking 

With Thetis (nothing more provoking 

Her paſſion roſe, and ſhe ding dong, 

Would quarrel with him, right or wrong. 

'Tis mighty civil, on my life, | 

To keep all ſecrets from your wife: 

Is this the method, Mr. Jove, 

You take to ſhew your wife, your love ? 

Pray who's that brimſtone-looking quean, 

With whom you whiſpering was n! ? 

Perhaps you're ſet ſome ſecret taſk, 

And Pm impertinent to aſk. 

Is there a wife *tween here and Styx, 

Like me, would bear your whoring tricks? 

But goodman Royſter | I'd have you 
know, 

Tho' you are Jove ; I ſtill am Juno! 


H 3 Madam, 
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| > +< {| 0 
_ Madam, ſays Jove, by all this prate, N 
[| I partly gueſs what you'd be at: 

You want the ſecrets to diſcloſe, 

Which I conceal from friends and foes: 


You only ſeek your own diſquiet, WF 
Secrets to women are bad diet: T 
A lecret makes a deſp'rate rumble, = Is 
Nor ceaſcs in the gut to grumble; A 
Till vent it finds, then out it flies, 
Attended with ten thouſand lies. P 
All characters to pieces tears, 3 


And fets the ncighbourhood by th'cars. 
What's proper 1'il to you relate, 


The reſt remains with me and fate: II 
But from this day Til order no man 
Shall truſt a ſecret with a woman. 
? The goddeſs with the goggle eyes, 
: Roll'd 'em about, and thus replies: 
| | ] 3nd *ewill be in vain to plead, * | 


. When once you get it in your head, 


5 o 
| , 
« 
OR 
4 0 . 
” + 


05 
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o contradict your loving wife, 
ou value neither noiſe nor ſtrife. 
Should all the female ſex gain-ſay, 
A mule will always have his way: 
But yet for Greece I'm ſore afraid, 
Fer ſince that filver-footed jade, 
That Thetis, with you conf *rence had; 
fear ſhe's hatching ſomething bad, 
And hath ſome ſignal favour won, 
For her dear ranting roaring fon, 
Perhaps you'll take the whore's-bird's ſide, 
And thraſh my Grecian's back and hide. 


Flux me, quoth Jove, thy jealous pate, 
Inſtead of love, will move my hate. 
| tell thee, cunning thou muſt be 
To worm this ſecret out of me : 

'Fis better far, good wife, to ceaſe 
To plague me thus, and ſtudy peace; 
Or gods to thy aſſiſtance call, 

And 1 will trim your jackets all. 


H 4 ; Juno 
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Juno with face as broad as platter, 
Soon found ſhe had miſta'en the matter, 
She reliſh'd not this ſurly diſh, 
So ſat her down as mute as fiſh. 
The gueſts were every one confounded, I 
And all their mirth was well nig 
- drowndet : ] 
T heir knives and forks they every one 
Before their greaſy plates laid down; 1 
Each mouth was ready cock'd, to beg | t 
Leave to depart, and make a leg : L 
When Juno's ſon, yecliped Vulcan, di 
A ſpecial fellow at a full can, I 
And workman of no ſlender fame; 1 
A 
T 
W 


A blackſmith excellent, tho' lame; 
And whiteſmith too, he made their 


coaches, 
And on occaſion ſhod their horſes N. 
Starts up, and thus a ſpeech began, bt 


Hammer Y himſelf from his own brain- 1 


* 4 
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Quoth he, what pity 'tis that we, 
W ho ſhould know nought but jollity, 
Should ſcold and ſquabble, brawl and 

ö _ wrangle, 

And about ſilly mortals jangle. 

In peace put we the can about, 
al- Get drunk ye mortals, and fall out. 

Mother, you know not what you're 
doing, 
To caLLort thus will be your ruin; 
He'll ſome time, in a deviliſh fury, 
Do you ſome miſchief, I'll aſſure you: 
Yet I'M lay ſix pence to a farthing, 
He'll kiſs you if you aſk his pardon. 
This ſaid, a ſwinging bowl he takes, 
And drank it off for both their ſakes; 
heir Then with a caper fill'd another; 
Which he preſented to his mother; 
Not courtier like, I hand this bowl, 

But take it from an honeſt ſoul, 

in- hat means and thinks whate'er he ſays, 

oth! t won't be ſo in future days: 


Here 


206 Tus FIRST BOOK or | 


! 


Here drink Jove's health, and own his 


ſway, 


You know, you promis'd to obe. 


When once my father's in a paſſion, 
He's deviliſh croſs, hear my relation; 
In your good cauſe I felt his twiſt, 

My leg he feiz'd in his ſtrong wriſt: 

In vain it was with him to grapple, 

He graſp'd me as you would an apple, 
And from his mutton ft, when hurl'd, 
For three long days and nights 1 twirl'd; 
At laſt upon the earth fel] quaſh, 

My legs were broken all ro maſh; _ 
Jis true, they're ſer, as you may ſee; 


But moſt folks think dd awkwardly : 


He then with ſcrapes the bowl repeated, 
To all the circle, and retreated. 

This cur'd them all from being dull; 
They laugh'd their $1C-s and bellies full: 
Once more to dinner down they ſat, 
And eat and drank untl they ſweat, 


Now 
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Now they were in for., ...al. day long 

They bowz'd about, and had a ſong: 

The fidlers next in courſe did 8 172 

The harp was thrum'd on by Apollo: | 

To make the concert ſomething grand, 

Nine ballad-ſingers lent a hand: 

[The worſt of them was better far 

Than any in our op'ra's are, 

At ſun-ſet, with a giddy head, 

Each drunkard reel'd him home to bed. 

Vul:an,. who practis'd any trade, 5 

For every god a houſe had made; 

Now night came on, with ſable foot, 

When Jove ſeiz'd Juno by the ſcut; 

They then agreed, and where's the won- 
der; 

Illis ſceptre rais'd, ſhe Li: knock'd 


under. 


END oer Tur FixsT Book. 


Gave it commiſſion, as it went, 
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TME ARGUMENT. 
F OVE, or by fame he much bely'd is, 


J Sends off a dream to hum Atrides : I. 
His conſcience telling him it meet is, 


To make his promiſe good to Thetis 


To tell the cull by whom *twas ſent; 
And bid it fill his head top full, 


Of taking Troy, and cock and bull. F 


The 
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The viſion goes as it was bid, 

And fairly turn'd the general's head, 
Who like an errant Jack-o-d andy, 

Thinks Troy his own as ſafe as brandy : 

But e'er he fights, he has an eye, 

The mettle of his rogues to try, - 

He tells the captains he'll propoſe, 
8 That homeward they direct their noſe; 
lf they'll take care when he had ſped, 
To come, and knock it all o'th' head. 
The plot ſucceeds; they're glad to go; 
But ſage Ulyſſes, anſwers no. 
et's drive his truncheon with a thwack, 
pon I herſites' huckle back: - 
heck'd other ſcoundrels with a frown, © 
ind knock'd the ſawcieſt raſcals down; 3 
Proving, that at improper times, 
To peak the truth's he worſt of crimes. 


is, 


Th'aſſembly met; ſome make fine 
ſpeeches, 
Ful Neſtor all their duty teaches; 


Orders 


The 
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Orders that every congregation 

Mix not with any other nation; 

But with their own commanders ſtay ; 
Whether they fight or run away : 
if And whilſt thus gather'd in a cluſter, 
1 ö They think it beſt to make a muſter. 
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* IT H ſleep now mortals eyes were 
clos'd, 

The gods grew ſleepy too, and dos'd ; 
The mortals all their length lay fair; 
The gods repos'd in eaſy chair, 

All but great Jove, he watch could keep, 


| For ever, 'cauſe he needs no ſleep : 


It in his plotting noddle run, 


How he might honour Thetis' fon : 
He quickly bids a cloud draw near, 


And in a morta!'s ſhape appear: 


Go 
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Co Dream, ſays he, as light as air, 

To Agamemnon's tent repair, 

Tell him his buff coat to put on, 
And arm the Grecians, every one; 

Then ſwear, that now he ſhall pull down 
The mighty walls of Troy's fair toon; 
And tell him that it thus will be, 

The gods with fate itſelf agree. 


1 

\ 

* 
Away goes Dream upon the wing, 1 
And ſtands before the yawning king: p 
Grave Neſtor's coat and figure took, U 
As old as he, as wile his hack, x iy 
Rubs the king's noddle with his wings, I 
And, full of aide, thus ſmall he ſings, E 
Monarch, how canſt thou ſleeping lie, A 
When thou haſt other fiſh to fry ? V 
Haſt thou no thought about decorum, V 
Who art tne very head &'th* quorum ? B 
The Greeks are all pin'd on thy lap, ID 
Ariſe, and quick poſtpone thy na; 


I come 


ad ſmack'd his fingers with his thumb; 


C 
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come by Jove's command, to tell, 

Thou art by him reſpected well, 

He bids thy buff coat to put ou, 

And arm the Grecians every onez . 

And ſwears, that now thou ſhalt "ur 
down . 

The mighty walls of Troy? « fam'd town ye 

Nay, more he adds, the gods agree, 

With fate itſelf, it thus ſhall bez; 

Then nothing more this nothing ſays, 

But turn'd about, and went his ways. 

Upſtarts the king, and ſcratches well 

his bum, what more I cannot tell; 

His fancy's tickl'd much to think, 

He'd fouſe the Trojans in a twink. 

A filly gooſe, he little knew, _ 

What ſarly Jove reſolv'd todo; 

What ſhoals of fellows brave muſt fall, 

Before they ſhook the Trojan wall. 

Down on the floor he clapt his bum, 


I Then 
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Then d'on's his ſhirt with Holland cuff; 
For, Frenchman like, he lay in buff; 
Over his doublet puts ſurtouts 
*T'was alamode, and almoft new : / 


Is Slips on his pumps, then took his ſword, 


* And trudg'd away to th' council- board. 
* had almoſt forgot one thing. 
* His rte anne then e a * 


Now ms morn th bet opens, 
And of approaching day gives tokens, | 
When Agamemanon's heralds rouze.. 
The Greeks, to hear this joyful news. 
He long'd, like breeding wife, it ſeems, 
To tell the Greeks his pleaſing dreams. 


1 I'th' interim, trotting to the fleet, | 
1 Old Neſtor there he chanc'd to meet; 
13 Whoſe tent he borrows for that morn, 
F To make a council- chamber on; 
il And, reafon good be had, Isen, 
4 2: It kept his un apartment clean. i 
„ er | e 


d, 


5 


ns, 


OW 
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Now, all hands met, he takes his time, 
And told his caſe in proſe or rhime : 
Friends, neighbours, ' and confederates 

bold, | 
Attend; whilſt I my tale unfoldy 
Laſt night, as I lay in my bed, 
A form divine approach'd my head; 
Old Neſtor's ſhape and coat it took, | 


As grave as he, as wiſe his look, 

And this ſhort ſpeech diſtinctly ſpoke : ] 
How can'ſt thou, monarch, ſleeping lie, | 
When thou haſt other fiſh to fry? 

Haſt thou no thought about nent 
Who art the very head o*th' quorum : 
The Greeks are all pinn'd on thy lap, 
Ariſe then quick, poſtpone thy nap : 

I come, by Jove's command, to tell, 
Thou art by him reſpected well; 

He bids, thy buff-coat to put on, 
And arm the Grecians every ode; 


I 2 And 
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And ſwears, that now thou malt pull 
don | 
The mighty walls of fam'd Troy town: 
Nay more, he adds, the gods agree 
With fate itſelf, it thus ſhall be. 
Jove and his queen have had their 
quantum, 
And now have ceas'd their rantum- ſcan. 
tum; 


Has brought her to her beſt lickariours, 


And are as kind as incle-weavers; 
Then nothing more the viſion ſays, 
But turn'd about, and went his ways: 


As we have orders now from Jove, 


I think to war the troops ſhould move: 

But firſt, what think you, if we ſettle, 

A ſcheme to try the raſcal's mettle : 

As with nine years e worn to th 
ſtumps, 


I'n feign myſelf in helliſh debts 
About this matter, and propoſe, 
That homeward they direct their noſe: 


4 Then 


all 


the 


nen 


Then you come in deviliſh fury, 
And turn *em backward in a hurry. 


He ſpoke, and ſquatted on his breech, 
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When Neſtor roſe, and made this ſpeech: 


Had any man, but this our leader, 


For dreams and viſions been a pleader, 
I ſhould have boldly call'd him no man, 
But an old dreaming doating woman; 


For tales like theſe I ne'er beliove; | 
Invented moftly to deceive. 

But here we can no guile ſuſpect, 
Since he, with regal honours deck'd, 
Has ſaid it; ſo, with one accord, 
Let's &en reſolve to take his word: 
I therefore ſay, my knights ſo ſtout, 
Of this ſame viſion make no doubt : 


From heaven we certainly ſhall find it; 


If ſo, 'tis very fit we mind it. 
Atrides bids, then let us go, 


Fo rouze our men, and face the foe. 


He 
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He ſaid : and without more delay, 
From councit- board they hafte away; 
Their men they muſter, and lead on, 
They ftill were many thouſands ſtrong; 
As thick as bees before they fwarm, - 
Or graſhoppers when weather's warm. 
And Jove, for fear they ſhould not all 
_ Attend, and mind their generals call, 
Bid Fame, a deviliſh lying trumpet, 
To ſound her longeſt brazen trumpet : 
This, brought ſuch numbers on the lawn, 
The very earth was heard to groan. 

Nine cryers went to ſtill their noiſe, 
That they might hear their leader's voice. 
He hawh'd and hem'd before he ſpoke, 
Then rais'd his truncheon made of oak: 
Twas Vulcan's making, which Jove gave 
To Hermes, that fame thieving knave 
From him through various hands it pat, 
And to Atrides came at laſt: 

Wich this he rules the Greeks with eaſe, 
Or breaks their noddles, if he pleaſe. 
Now 
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| Now leaning on't, he ſilence broke, 
And thus with ſulky accent ſpoke: « 
Friends, enn, aod ; confederates 
bold, 
Attend, . whilſt 1 my tale unfold : | 
On Jove we have too much rely d, 5 
And oracles too often try'd, 7? 
And been by. oracles bely'd. 
One tells a. mighty pretty . 
That we ſhall-all return with glory; - 
Another, we ſhall fill our pockets, -- 
Wich watches, jewels, rings, and lockets, 
For preſents to our wives and miſſes, - — 
Which they'll repay us back with kiſſes. 
And thus have we been led by th' noſe, 
Our money ſpent, and torn our cloaths; 
With: ſtories cramm'd our empty ſculls, 
Of blue dogs tails, and cocks and balls, 
Now Jove is got on t'other tack, 
And ſays, we all muſt trundle back : 
Dry blows we've got, and what is more, 
9 fame is loſt upon this ſhore. 
25 I 4 A 
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A time there was, when who but we; 

| Now: we're,-hum-bugg'd, you plainly ſee; 
And what increaſes ſtill our woe, 

We fly before a feeble foe : 

Take but the number of our men, 

Troy, hardly reckons one for ten. 

One hundred moons and ſeventeen 

Upon this curfed coaſt we've been, 

And Troy's as far from being ſack'd 

As when it was at firſt attack'd ; 

The more we kill, the more appear; 

T think they grow like muſhrooms here. 

Like Toulon frigates rent and torn, 
Our leaky ſhips to th' ſtumps are worn; 

Then let's be packing, and away; 

For what the vengeance ſhould we ſtay, 

Our wives without it won't remain; 

Pray how the pox ſhould they contain? 

Our duty, nature, every ſenſe, 

Calls us to haſte away from hence 

Let us no more then make this fuſs, 

F roy was not doom'd to fall by us. 


Moſt 


HOMER'S ILIADS. 121 


Moſt. of the ſoldiers that were not 
Let into the bottom of this plot, 
Were hugely pleas'd, and ſtrait begin 
To cry, God ſave our noble king! 

He that ſpoke laſt, ſpoke well we ſay; _ 

So turn'd about, and march'd away : 

As they moy'd off, they wav'd their fea. 
thers, 

Like ripen'd corn in windy weathers ; * 

To it they went with all their heart, 

To get things ready to depart: 

Holloo, cry ſome ; here lend a hand, 

To heave the veſſels off the ſtrand : 

Holo, cry others, don't ſtand , 

But bear a hand, and mend the rigging : 

Now, all the veſſels launch'd had been, 

If ſcolding Juno had not ſeen; N 

That jade eternal watching keeps, 

For fear of her dear croney Greeks ; 

Not out of love, ſo much as malice, 

To that ſame harmleſs whoring Paris; 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe that he, on Ida's Mount, 

Swore Venus had the better; 

And moſt are of opinion till, ,. 
He ſhew'd hunfelf & man of ſkill: 

For Juno, ever miſchief hatching, | 
Had rubb'd: her belly -bare with ung 
ing, | 
Whilſt Venus, ſo divinely fair, | 

Had got a glorious tuft of hair. 

Since then there was ſo wide a difference, 
Pray who: can wonder at the preference? 
For tufts I own myfelf a pleader, 

Pray, what ate you, my gentle reader? 
A ſimple anſwer to the queſtion, a 


Will put an end to this digreſſion: 
"Rp can't you ſpeak now, when you'r I It 


PP ß 


8 0 
You like a tuft? I thought you did; A 
And, ſince you've freely ons your In 
5 mind; II. 
Well back return, and Juno find. Le 


Perching 


, 


ur 
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Preeking upem a eng) black cloud, 
Pallas ſhe calls, and calls aloud: iS 
Pallas was near, to Whom ſhe ſpoke; 
Would it not any foul prevok e, 
To ſee the Grecians headlong run, 
And leave their buſineſs all undone ? 
This will be pretty work, indeed; 

For Greece to fly and Troy ſucceed. 
Rot me! but Priam's whoring race, 
Unpuniſh'd ſhan't maintain their place: 
Shall whoring, lying Pans do | 
NelPs buſineſs, and her huſband go 

And with a diſmal rueful face, 

Return to Sparta with difgrace : 

It ſha'n't be ſo; the Greeks I'll make 
Once more their truſty weapons take, 

And, without hind'rance, or demurrage, 
Inſpire the heartleſs rogues with courage; 
Then fly, my crony, in great haſte, 

Leſt opportunity be paſt: | 


wo 


we 


* 


— EINER 
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The cauſe, my girl, is partly thine, | 

0 He ſcorn'd, thy —— as well as mine; 
And to us both preferr'd a thing, 
That ſmells of ſea; weed, and old ling: 
I mean, you know the tuzzy- muzzy, 
Of that ſame wanton, ſea born huzzy. 
Affronts, like theſe, you may believe, 
No female ever can forgive. 


DH — — Io — 2 — — — 


Pallas er and down the ſlope, 
Slides like a ſailor on a rope. HE 
Upon the barren ſhore ſhe found, 
Ulyſſes loſt in thoughts profound : 
His head with care fo very full, 
He look'd as ſolemn as an owl; 80 
Was ſorely grip'd, nor at this pinch, _ Of 
| Would launch his ſhips a ſingle 1 BU 
5 And is it thus, ſhe ſays, my king, H, 
The Greeks their hogs to market bring? 67 
Shall Priam's lecherous ſon, that — Tu 
By dogens other people. s wires, [A, 


Be 


— 2s 


uw vt 


Br 


* 
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Be left to make bis pte ſwell ir * 
The heavenly — of beauteous Hellen ? 
O, no; the very thoughts, by Gad ih 
Makes wiſdom's goddeſs almoſt mad. 
Tho' by thy help, I think 'tis odds, 

But yet I ſinge the raſcal's cds: 

Then fly, Ulyſſes, ſtop 'em all; 

The captains muſt their troops 1 
Thou haſt the gift o'th* gob, I know ; 

Be quick, and BEI It, prithee do: 

From Pallas thou ſhalt have aſſiſtance, 
Should any ſcoundrel make reſiſtance. 


Ulyſſes well the voice could ken, 
So pull'd his breeches up; and then, | 
Off went his coat: haſte made him tear it 3 
But weather was too hot to wear it. 

He ran, as he was bid, and met 

Great Agamemnon in a pet; 

Juſt riſen from his morning luncheon, 
And beg'd the favour of his truncheon ; 


Which, 


* 


; x 
* 
4 
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23 
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J 
4 
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Twas wond'rou 
He calls each captain by his name: 


| He only meant.our hearts to try ; 

And's ſorely vex'd.to think we fly. 
At council-board this very day, 

Quite different things you heard him ſay. N. 


That dat'd to contradict his plan, 


oy if he did but ſeem to mumble ; 
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Which, when he'd got, he look'd as big 
As J—n—'s coronation wig 

Then flew like wild-fire thro? the ranks 
$ how he ply'd his ſhanks; 


d 
Each captain anſwer'd to the ſame. ] 
Then thus, O knights of courage ſtout, i 7 
Pray, what the devil makes this rout? I 
You that exalted are for ſamples, 1 
Should ſet your ſoldiers good examples, BC 
Inſtead of that, I pray, why ſtrove e R 
To run as if the d—1 drove ye; rr 
You knew, full well, 'twas all in jeſt; I. 
Our general made that ſtrange requeſt : IN 
W 
V 
| 


But, if he meta common man, r 
{i 
Or, if the ſcoundrel durſt but grumble NM 
gut 


+ 
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He, with his truncheon of command, 
Firſt bene him owes” the: bid bin. 
ſtand : 
By this good management dn dopp'd ; 
And all the thoughts of flight were dropt. 
From launching ſhips, with one accord, 
They trudg'd away to th' council- board. 
The tumult then began to ceaſe : 
The noiſe was huſh'd, and all was peace. 
One ill-tongu'd whelp, Therſites-nam'd, 
Repining in the crowd remain'd : 
The rogue had neither ſhame nor man- 
ners; CH 
His hide was only fit for tanners: 
Wich wit and malice, all his aim 12 
Vas better ſoldiers to defaae : 
I ſorts of folks, his ranc'rous hata, 
ay. Mich names abus'd, but moſt the great. 
roteſque his figure was, and vile, 4 
Much in the Hudibraſtick ftiles - 
le; Mankind he hated all full ſore: 
But men of worth he hated more, 


He, 


And 
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And by his ſcurril dirty joking, 
Was every day the king provoking : 
The Grecians ſcorn'd him, yet *twas odd, 
Tho' vex'd, they heard the ugly toad : 
His ſcreech-owl's voice the rais'd with 
might, 

And vended thus his dirty ſpite : 

« Therſites from the matter wide is, 

Or ſomething vexes great Atrides ; | 

But what the murrain it can be, 

The Lord above can only ſee | 

No man alive dare be cenſorious, 

His reign has been ſo very glorious : 
Then what has lodg'd the heavy bullet 
Of diſcontent within his gullet; 

That makes him look as foul as thunder, 
To me's a ſecret and a wonder: 

He had the beſt the Grecians know, 
Of gold, and handſome wenches too. 
But ſay; ſhall Greece and I go ſpeed - 

| To Troy, and bring thee in thy need. 
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The race of royal ſons of whores, + 

By ranſom, to increaſe thy ſtores 2 

When we return, to ſeize prepare 

Some prize, tis ſafe to plunder here. 

h lf the fit move thee for that ſame, 

Thou need'ſt but take ſome; captain' $ 

dame 10 2003 145342 

Our maſter witts, EP tis bat fx," 

To his hot luſt we all ſubmit. 

Ye women Greeks, a ſervile race, 

Might I adviſe you, quit this place; 

And leave this mighty man of pleaſure, 

To ***# his doxies at his leiſure. 

When Hector comes, we'll then be miſt , 

hen Hector comes, he'll be bepiſt. 

er, IThe man that makes us ſlaves ſubmit, 
hen Hector comes, will be beſ—t; 

He'll rue the dire unlucky day, 

e forc'd Achilles“ girl away: 

hat pretty girl, we all agreed, 

o give the-hero for his need. 


be 


K Achilles 


Achilles would, but can't reſent, 
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Tho? wrapp'd in ſullen diſcontent : 
But ſhould his rage his reaſon fling, 
He'd into atoms kick this king.“ 


Sudden, Ulyſſes from the ground, I 


Springs furious with a mighty bound, | 


Ready to burit with rage and grief, E 
To hear the rogue ſo maul his chief. III 
His eyes look'd fierce, like ferrets red; II 
Hunchback he ſcans; and thus he ſaid, I 1 
Ha' done, thou moon-calf, ceaſe to T 

babble z : W 
To clamour thus, and idly ſquabble: 60 
Hold thy foul tongue; if thou diſpute II 
The ſov'reign ſway, I'll cut it out: IBy 


Thou prating knave, I know thee well; Dit 


A ſlave, a raſcal, black as hell. An 
What plea can'ſt thou have names to call Th 


Who art in action leaſt of all? An 


Think'ſt thou a ſingle Greek will ſtir rh. 
Ove inch, for ſuch a ſnarling cur ? He 


Ho 


. 
* 


HOMER'S ILIADS. 131 


How dar'ſt thou uſe Atrides* name, 
And of a ſovereign prince make game? 
For ſafe return great Jove we truſt 

'Tis our's to fight, and fight we mult. 

If to great Agamemnon we 

Have preſents made, what's that to thee? 

What mighty gifts haſt thou beſtow'd, 

Except thy venom ? ſcurvy toad | 

If their earn'd ſpoils the brave reſign, 
Thou art not brave, that lot's not thine. 
id, 1 wiſh, by all that's good and true, 

to That I no more my ſon may view, 

When I go home, but find another, 

Got on the body of. his mother, 

2 If I don't puniſh thy next fault, 

By ſtripping off thy ſcarlet coar ; 
1; PDiveſt thee of thy ſpear and ſword, 

And drive thee from the council-board : 
allfThen ſcourge thy hide from head to feet, 
And ſend thee yelping thro? the fleet. 
his ſaid z his ſceptre, with a thwack, 
He drove againſt his huckle back: 

K 2 Ic 


10 


2 
A 
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It fell, with ſuch a dev'liſh thump, 

It almoſt rais'd another hump. 

The poor faint-hearted culprit cries, 
and tears bedew'd his blood-ſhot eyes : 
With clout he wip'd his ugly face, 
And ſneak'd in ſilence to his place. 
Then might you hear the mob declare 
Their thoughts on courage, and on fear, 
Up to the ſtars they cry'd Ulyſſes, 

A braver fellow never piſſes, 

Of inſolence he ſtops the tide, 

Nor gives it time to ſpread too wide. 
We want but half a ſcore ſuch ſamples, 
To make all prating knaves examples: 
T would teach us all much better things, 
Than dare to chatter about kings. 
Whilſt thus they ſing, Ulyſſes praiſes, 
The cunning chief his body raiſes. 
Atrides' pere of command, 
Extended in his dexter hand. 

Pallas ſtood by in herald's coat, 
And bid them hark to words of note. 


With 


ar, 


85 
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With ſtaring looks and open jaws, 
They catch each accent as it flows, 
Firſt, with his hand he ſcratch'd his head, 
To try if wit's alive or dead : 

Bur, when he found his wit was ſtrong, 
And ready to aſſiſt his tongue; 

To clear his throat, he hem'd aloud, 
And then addreſs'd the liſtt'ning crowd: 
Unlucky king, thus to be us'd, 
Deſerted firſt, and then abus'd. 

At Argos, when we came to multer, 
And were all gather'd in a cluſter ; 
The general voice was heard to ſay, 
The de'il fetch him that runs away! 
Then ſwore, if I remember right, 
They never would return from fight, 
'Till Troy ſhould in its aſhes lie ; 

And yet, you ſee, for home they cry. 
It may, indeed, ſeem very hard, 

To be fo long from home debarr'd : 

If but a ingle month, we are 


' Detain'd from wife and children dear, 


ith 


3 Upon 
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Upon the ſea, how do we moan, 
And ardent wiſh a quick return; 
Then ſure the people may ſhed tears, 
Since they've been abſent nine long years: 
They're not to blame for being ſad, 

But baMed thus, would make one mad. 
Tho? wizard Calchas plainly ſaid, 

If we the ſpace of nine years ſtaid, 

T he tenth we ſurely ſhould deſtroy, 

This paltry mud-walld borough Troy, 
Have patience then, and let's endure, 
To ſtay and fight a few weeks more, 
Remember how a mighty dragon, 

A plane-tree mounted from a waggon 
He found a bird's neſt at the top, 

And quickly eat eight young ones up; 
To make the ninth, there wants another ; 
On which the ſerpent ſnapp'd the mother, 
' Tho' after he had made this rout, 

He n&'er had time to ſhit em out: 

For, chang'd to marble he remains, 

A monument on Aulis plains, 


When 
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When Calchas ſaw this wond'rous t thing, 
Like Endor's witch he drew a ring; 
And ſtanding by himſelf i'th' middle, 
Began this wonder to unriddle : 

My friends, if you'll but Jend an ear, 
PI quickly eaſe you of your fear: 

Give you but credit to my ſpeeches, 

And then you'll all keep cleaner breeches. 
This prodigy from Jove was ſent ye, 
To indicate that good is meant ye ; 

As many birds, ſo many years, 

We ſhould remain in hopes and fears : 
But *warethe tenth ; for then ſhould Ilion 
Tumble, tho* guarded by a million : 

All this will happen, if you'll ſtay, 

And patiently your chiefs obey : 

Call but to mind fair Helen's cape, 

Nor let theſe Trojan whelps eſcape. 


Up ſtarted then old Chitter-Chatter, 
And lent his hand to clench the matter : 


1 l 
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You are fine fellows, on my word, 
Who'd think you ever wore a ſword ? 
At firſt, you all great things could ſay, 
And form a league with loud huzza; 
For llion's walls reſolve to ſteer, 

And gifts and ſacrifice prepare. 

Now, all I find was but a joke, 

Your valour's vaniſh'd into ſmoke : 
But, precious time by talk is ſpent, 

To pull down Troy is our intent ; 
Which we will do without delay, 

If you, Atrides, lead the way. 
Whoever here is not content, 

Pray let em all be homeward ſent : 
Their help we value not three farthings : 
Cowards make ſpecial good churchwar- 
dens; 

Then let them to their pariſh go, 

And ſerve their town in noiſe and ſhew. 
No weapon ſhould they touch but needles, 


Or ſtaves for conſtables and beadles : 
Such 
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Such poſts as theſe will ſuit men right, 

That eat much keener than they fight ; 

Therefore, whoever dare not ſtay, 

I'd have directly ſneak away; 

They'll ſorry be, and fit to hang, 

To hear how we the Trojans bang : 

Then will they wiſh, and wiſh again 

But wiſhing won't wipe out the ſtain. 

Shew me the man that dare invite 

The pooreſt Grecian flave to flight: 

Who e'er appears the firſt to fly, 

The death he fears ſhall ſurely die. 

and thou, O king! my counſel take, 

Mongſt others given for thy ſake; 

Let us not fight like giddy rabble, 

Vho mind no rules, becauſe not able: 

lor can a mighty crowd oppoſe 

\ little band of men well choſe; 

or troops to diſcipline inur'd, _ 

ire from rude multitudes ſecur'd. 

et me adviſe that every nation, 

ch Yhould be aſſign'd its proper ſtation 
And 


. 
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And not be mixt, but each be ſent 

To fight in his own regiment : 

Let their own native chiefs command, 
And manage each his proper band. 
The leaders then can quickly ken, 
Who fight like women, who like men; 
Who fight, as if inſpir'd by Mars, 


Or who, like Dutchmen, hang an a—ſe: : 

Can puniſh every ſneaking knave, 

And liberally reward the brave ; ] 

Then ſhall we underſtand, no doubt, / 

i Why Troy ſo long has held it out; 1 

} Shall find, if gods or man's aſſiſtance, IB 

4 Has help'd 'em to this ſtout reſiſtance. 18 
| Atrides gave him this for anſwer ; 

I plainly fee, thy nob, old grandſire, Ai 

Ts wiſer far than other noddles, Fit 

To thee we are but empty bottles. Ar 

If Jove would give us at this time, 4 

An 


But half a [core ſuch pates as thine, 
| = 


Spit 
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Split me, we ſhould have brains enough, 

To pillage Troy of all its ſtuff: 

But Jove, or by deſign, or chance, 

Has led us all a pretty dance. 

He hates us ſure, or would prevent 

Quarrels in every regiment, 

As for Achilles, I abus'd him, 

Kidnap'd his girl, and vilely us'd him; 

But hope (unleſs I am beguiPd) 

E're long we ſhall be reconcil'd: 

And then, my boys, you'll ſee how ſoon 

This whore's neſt Troy will tumble down. 

But now *tis time that every ſinner, 

Should look out ſharp to find a dinner; 

And then we'll fight while fighting's 
good, 

And drench our ſole- leſs ſhoes in blood. 

Fit then your ſhields upon your wriſts, 

And graſp your jav'lins in your fiſts : 

Your mettl'd horſes bring all out, 

And chariots too for this tough bout. 


Liks 
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Like hungry wolves and bears we'll 
fight, mo. 
Till the long day gives place to night. 
Who dares his coward head to flinch, 
The thouſandth part of half an inch; 
Or ſhould his precious time let ſlip, | 
Or hide himſelf within his ſhip : 
To die, unworthy by the ſword, 
* By Carrion crows ſhall be devour'd. 
Soon as he ſpoke, both front and rear, 
Began to look confounded queer. 
N But late they thought their wives to kiss, 
1 And now they muſt foregoe that bliſs: 
1 So forc'd at lion's walls to ſtay, 


] 

; 

I 

] 

Y 

| U 
N / 

. Fach grumbling whorefon ſneak'd away. IB 
| | 
l A 
A 


Now fires were kindled out of hand, 

4 And beaſts were ſlaughter'd on the 

1 rand: e wk 

| The victuals for their ſelves they took, J. 
[ But wiſely fed their gods with ſmoke: 16 

ii For men it would be choaking ſtuff; IV 

't But for their gods did well enough. 0 


But 


[s, 


ay. 


But 
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This they call ſacrifice, and pray, 

They may eſcape this fearful day. 

A ſteer of five years old being lain, 

Was at Jove's altar to remain. 

They bade the braveſt men of war 

Come, and partake of this good cheer : 

Aſk'd Neſtor firſt, cauſe he was old; 

Ilomen—and Tydydes bold; 

Ajax the leſs, and Ajax great; 

With wiſe Ulyſſes, took their ſeat : 

Brave Menelaus too was there; 

Tho' never aſk'd, he got his ſhare, 

Now each man draws his pudd',,o' nife, 

And eat as tho? he eat for life 

But firſt, Atrides ſaid a grace, 

Holding his hat before his face: 

And then to thund'ring Jove he pray'd; 

A wicked prayer, \and ill it ſped. 

« Q Jupiter ! thou great protector, 

Grant I may ſwinge the valiant Hector, 

Without the help (if fo thy will is) 

Of that ſame bullying ſcrub Achilles.“ 
1 ot 
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But Jove, at that time, you'll believe, 

Was only laughing in his ſleeve z 

Nor would he let the fooliſh elf 

Kill one much braver than himſelf : 

He therefore kick'd the filly prayer, 

As boys kick footballs in the air: 

And now, to ſhew they ſcorn all thiey- 
ing, 

They ſerve Jove firſt, then take his leav- 

ing : 

Upon his ular burnt a piece, 

And up his noſe ſent ſmoke and greaſe: 

The god they were reſolv'd to pleaſe, 

Or ſmoke him till they made him ſneeze: 

For he would think them very hollow, 


To keep him ſharper than Apollo; Jr 
Therefore, burn more, and more, they oo 
cry'd, | 


Until he owns he's ſatisfy'd. 
When all had ſtuff'd their bellies tight, 
To Agamemnon ſpake th' old Knight. 


Bid 
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Bid trumpets ſound, and hautboys play, 
Ard let the troops all march this day ; 
Let muſter-maſter ſee all's right, 
Then lead us on, and we will fight. 
The monarch iſſu'd his commands; 
They muſter'd all their truſty bands; 
Each knew his right and left-hand man, 
And eke his officer could ſcan. 
As Neſtor counſel'd, fo they went, 
To their own ragged regiment. 
Along their ranks Minerva moves; 
For ſoldiers in her heart ſhe loves. 
Her arm ſuſtain'd a ſwinging ſhield, _ 
e: Which flaſh'd like lightning round the 
field; Fe 
On which there hung an ugly head, 
ey So grim, *rwould ſtrike the train'd bands: 
dead: 
With this and other little helps, 
t, Phe chears the poor faint-hearted whelps. 
or wives they now nor long nor ſigh, 


Reſolv'd to conquer, or to die. JE 
Bid As 


For noiſe and order to the ſight, 


Upon the nver's bank they ſtand; _ 
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As when a bonfire with a noiſe, 

Is kindled by the pariſh boys; 

It catches firſt the ſtraw, then ruſhes, 

And feizes on the dry furze buſhes ; 

Which cauſes ſuch a dev'liſn glaring, . 

That half the fools i'th' town ſtand ſtar- 
ing. 

Juſt ſo the Grecians poliſh'd ſhields, 


Darted a glaring round the fields. 


They look'd like wild geeſe in their 
flight, 

Who, as they light upon tlie ground, 

With gabling make the air reſound. 


Thus num'rous, and confus'd they 
ſeem, e 
Before they reach'd Scamander's ſtream; 
And, as they haſten'd to the ſhore, 
They made the very welkin roar. 
Thick as the flowers adorn the land, 


Or, 
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thick as leaves upon the trees, 
zfore they feel th* autumnal breeze; ; 
Or ſwarms of flies, that find a crop 
If ſugar in a grocer's ſhop : 
do throng 'd the Grecian army ſtood, 8 
and ſwear they'll drink the Lein 8 
blood. | 


Each leader now his ſoldiers joins, 

\nd forms his proper depth of lines, 

\s eaſily as men that keep 

0n barren hills their flocks of ſheep, 

Vhere, tho they ſeem'd in wild diforder, 
\re preſently reduc'd to order. pl 

\bove his troops the king appears, | 
and tops 'em all by th' head and ears; 

He look'd, as thus they mov'd to battle, 

ike a great bull amongſt the cattle. 

VId authors tell us, that his cheſt 

deſembled ſhaggy Neptune's breaſt. 

but that about the belt and arſe, 

He ſeem'd the likeſt bully Mars: 


r, = L This 
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This day Jove order'd he ſhould paſs 
To view, much better than he was; 


And that he might the Greeks ſurpriſe, © 


Lent him a light abour his eyes. 

As for theſe mighty congregations, 
Compos'd of ſundry different nations: 
Their various names, I've many times, 
Labour'd to jumble into rhimes; 

But could not do it, for my ſoul, 

So leave them to the muſter- roll. 

If any critic chuſe to pop 

His head into my printer's ſhop, 
Hell find a copy there, not ſpurious, 
Left for th' inſpection of the curious. 


* 


END or 1hE SgconD Book. 
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Tu ARGUMENT. 


T OW both the armies are prepar'd. 
| And low'ring ſtand _ their 
guard; | 
Yhen nitnble Paris, by a fit 
Of courage, or of frenzy bit, 
Fierce ſallies forth upon the plain ; ; 
he cuckold drives him back again : 
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Yet heart'n'd afterwards by Hector, 
Who read him a confounded lecture. 
This dancing, dreſſing, doughty knight 
The cuckold challenges to fight; 
Which Menelaus anſwers ſoon, 
And in the ſcuffle knocks him down; 
And would moſt certainly have gelt him, 
*Cauſe Hellen had ſo often felt him; FF 
But Venus, queen of love and beauty, 
Who thinks all whoring tricks a duty, 
To ſave her truſty Trojan came, 
And caught the letcher by that ſame : 
Thoꝰ he ſo ſore had got the gripes, — 
She might as well have handled tripes: 
 Howe'er, ſhe lugg'd him thro? the air, 
And ſat him ſafe in his own chair; 
Where in a corner of the cloſet, 
She had provided a ſack poſſet: 
Then warms his hed to cure his belly, 
And haſtes to fetch his lovely Nelly; 
Who * at laſt, with much ado; 
And then, *tis thought, they buckled tc 


Th 
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he goddeſs in the bed - cloaths tuck'd 


her, 
at were * twice five times the raſcal — 
—_ 


»The Engliſh reader will underſtand the mean- 

ig of the word true Trojan. Paris was call'd a 

im ue Trojan, becauſe he commonly fought out all 
the fingers of both hands. | 
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H Us by their leader's care eac 
hoſt, 
Stood rank and file along the coaſt: 
The Trojans toſs their caps, and ſhout, 
And noiſe proclaims them very ſtout. 
Like cranes, who in the winter fly, 
4 With gabling order thro' the ſky ; 
To make upon the pigmies war, 
Who *ſcape not either death, or ſcar. 
Not ſo the Greeks, they make no noiſe . 
But firm reſolv'd, thier ſpears they pdiſe be 
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With haſty feet, they march their ground, 
Whilſt clouds of duſt their ranks ſur- 
— round. 
Thus when a miſt on mountain head, 
As thick as muſtard round is ſpread ; 
Confus'd the ſhepherd cannot keep 
His watch, nor know the goats from 
ſheep : 
So of the Greeks, not one, I trow, 
His backſide from his face could know, 
Now front to front they ready ſtand, 
To fight, and only wait command, 
When nimble Paris to the van, 
Dreſs'd alamode de France, he ran: 
A * coney-ſkin upon his coat, 
Diſtinguiſh'd him a man of note. 
His bow was o'er his ſhoulders ſlung; 
Upon his thigh his whyniard hung. 


(ed Paris choſe coney-ſkins to ornament his cloaths 
„Lich, rather than any other; to ſhew he liked co- 
iſe neys above all things. | ; TRICSM 


"ith L 4 A ſpear 
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A ſpear he pois'd in left and right, 
And dar'd the braveſt Greek to fight: 
As thus he ſtruts and makes a ſplutter, 
Like crow *th' middle of a gutter, 
Him Menelaus ſoon eſpies, 

And joyful to himſelf he cries : 
Now, by fair Helen's ſcut, young fry, 
I ſhall be with you by and by; 

Then darted in a bloody rage, 

From his poſt-chariot to engage : 

So joys the lion when he ſpies, 

A ſhaggy goat, or deer his prize; 
Onward he drives his headlong way, 
Nor ſtops tilt he has feiz'd his prey. 


| Soon as the youth the cuckold ſaw, 
As guilt will ever feel an awe, 
He could not look him in the face, 
But ſcower'd away a good round pace 
To peep behind him never ventur'd, 
Dntil the thickeſt ranks he enter'd; 


As 


As 
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As when a ſwain from ſhady trees 

Shot forth, a deadly viper ſees; 

He ſtarts and ſtares, and looks aghaſt, 
But flies the danger with all haſte : 

So this young beau the cuckold ſhuns, 
And *mongſt his friends the Trojans run. 
This valiant Hef*tor could not bear, 

But thus upbraids him with a ſneer. 
IIl-fated Paris! all a cheat! 


With women thou canſt do a feat: 
With man you dare not break a ſpear, 


But can run dev'liſh faſt for fear : 

I wiſh, e're Nelly thou had'ſt ſeen, 
Thou'ſt broke thy neck, or gelded been; 
Better by half than thus to ſwagger, £ 


And then not dare to draw thy dagger. 


The Greeks will ſcoff, and well they may, 
To ſee thee play the fool this day. 

Thou look a foldier ! thou be d——4 ! 
The Grecians cannot be ſo flam'd. 
When thy fine gallies Sparta ſaw ; 
A glorious ſight! a gallant ſhew! 


Say 
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Say, did'ſt thou, in thy firſt attack, 
Of charming Hellen, thus give back ? 
Joy to thy foes ; ſhame to thy race, 


Poor Priam's grief, and Troy's diſgrace. 


Recover quick thy loſt renown; _ 

| Defend the deed that thou haſt done: 
Thou keep'ſt the wife of one, I ſee, 
That's better — braver far than thee. 
Take heed, Troy may awake at laſt, 
And make thee pay for what is paſt. 
Here Paris bluſh'd — a ſign of grace; 
Nor durſt he look in Hector's face; 
Then anſwers, brother, you ſay right; 
But, who like you, can think and fight; 
I know you're made of beſt of ſteel, 
And fight as if you could not feel: 

You have your gifts, and I have mine 
Where each may in his province ſhine : 
Kill you the men; 1 charm the belles, 
And practiſe all love's magick ſpells. 
Don't you deſpiſe the lover's charms ; 
They're Venus' gifts, her powerful arms; 


The 
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The love, the ſmile, the pleaſing air, 


Contriv'd to pleaſe the beauteous fair, 
Are bleſſings which the gods beſtow, 
Only to favourites below : 
Yet, if it pleaſe thee, I will ſtand, 

This cuckold's combat hand to hand : 
His flaming weapon Paris ſcorns, 

He only fears the cuckold's horns ; 

For ſhould theſe mighty antlers gore him, 
Pray what phyfician can reſtore him: 
Yet, let the armies form a ring, 

And I will fight this Spartan king: 
My pretty Nelly ſhall be ſet 

For him that does the conqueſt get; 
Shall have the fair with all her money, 
Her ſwelling breaſts, and matchlefs cy: 
Then Troy and Greece in any weather, 
May fit and drink their wines together. 


This challenge pleas'd bold Hector's 


heart 3 
He ſtopp'd the Trojans with his dart. 


Next 
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And loudly tlius his errand told: 
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Next to the foe with regal race, 
Advanc'd to let them know the caſe. 


The Greeks, like _ coward ſons of 


whores, 

Threw bricks and cobble-ſtones in 
ſhow'rs. 

Atrides ſoon the tumult ſpies: 

Give o'er, ye ſilly dogs, he cries; 

*Tis, Hector comes, if I am right, 

To aſk a parley, not to fight. 

I know him by his manly cheſt; 

I know his helmet and his creſt, 
Adorn'd with plumes the very beſt, 
Some weighty ſpeech he has to ſay, 
Thef ceaſe and hear him while you may. 


At this rebuke they threw no more; 
The tumult ceas'd ; the fight was o'er: 
His eyes the valiant hero rolld, 


Hear 
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Hear all ye warriors great in war 

Paris demands you, now forbear 

All future ſtrife ; your ſwords lay down, 

And ſtick your lances on the lawn : 

Let Troy and Greece but form a ring, 

And he will fight this Spartan king. 

The charming Hellen ſhall be ſer, 

For him that ſhall the conqueſt get; 

Shall have the fair with all her money, 

Her charming breaſts, and matchleſs 
C—y} ? 

Then Troy and Greece, in any weather, 

May drink a pot of ale nber. 


He 3 and for ſix minutes good, 


In geep ſuſpence both armies ſtood : 


When thus the cuckold; I declare, a 


Bold Hector offers very fair. 
I know, my lads, you fight for me, 


And in my quarrel croſs the ſea. 


1 thank 
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Peace is reſtor'd, and diſcord paſt. 
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I thank you, friends, for what you've 
done; | 


But now the fight is all my own. 


Who falls, it matters not a fig, 

If one ſurvives to dance a jig, 

Upon the poliſh'd iv'ry belly, 

Of that bewitching female Nelly: 

So Trojans bring, (it is our right) 
Two lambs, one black, the other white; 


Black for the earth, white for the fun, 


And then your part of th' rites is done: 


A third we'll ſacrifice to Jove, 
And finiſh all with feaſts of love : 


But let King Priam's preſence grace 
The truce, we reverence his old face : 


His ſons are giddy-brain'd, and gay 


We can't depend on what they ſay: 
Old age is cautious and diſcerning ; 


See what's to come by paſt takes warn- 


ing. [x 
Both parties hear, and hope at laſt, 


T hey 
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They ſtaid not to be bidden twice, 

But ſtripp'd their armour in a trice : 
Their ſhining arms the circle round, 

As quick as thought threw on the ground. 


Two trumpets Hector ſent to town, 
To bring his ancient father down: 
Talthybius, with nimble feet, 

Ran a full gallop to the fleet; 
Leſt Troy ſhould think they meant to 
flam, | 
He ran to fetch for Jove the lamb : 

Pt int'rim, fond of miſchief telling, 
The rainbow goddeſs flies to Hellen; 
(Moſt modern farts, I ever knew, 

When ſer on fire, burn only blue, 

Or ſimple red ; but when behind, 

The nimble goddeſs lets out wind, 

It leaves a track along the ſkies, 
Compos'd of fifty different dyes.) 


de 
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She ſeem'd in form Antenor's daughter, 
That Hellen might not know ſhe ſought 


her. 
The houſewife at her taſk ſhe found, 
With all her handmaids ſeated round : 
For, as ſhe work*d in Priam's hall, 
She choſe to have em within call; 
Where like a brazen, ſawcy jade, 
She wrought her tale in light and ſhade, 
How gallant Troy and Greece fo ſtout, 
For her tu quoque fought it our, 
And wpve the ſtory in her loom; 
Of horns, her former huſband's doom 
Adding, to keep her i in employ, 
The fatal nine years ſiege of Troy: 
The neceſſary names wrote under, 
Leſt lookers on ſhould make a blunder; 


Leſt they ſhould make a wrong conjec- 


ture, 
This is briſk Paris that is Hector: 
This is Ulyſſes — this that beaſt 
Therſites — ſo of all the reſt, 
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To whom thus Iris, Hellen come, 
See what the armies both have done ; 
Their arms thrown down; their ſpears 
- they prick 
Faſt in the ground, and there they ſtick : 
They fight no more, but leave that chance, 
To Sparta's and to Paris' lance. 
Theſe happy rogues appear in front, 
To fight for your bewitching **** ; 
And which ſoever of em win it, 
Will not be long before he's in it. 


This ſaid, fair Hellen tumbles o'er 
Her mind, the things that paſt before; 
Her huſband, parents, country too, 

il roſe immediate to her view. 

ne leaves her web with ſilent pace, 

ears trickling down her beauteous face: 
Iwo favourite maids upon her wait, 
und guard her to the Scean gate: 
There ancient nobles, grave and try'd ; 
Vith Priam ſat on either ſide ; 

M I think 
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I think they were in number ſeven, 
It matters not, or odd or even, 

The name of each I would rehearſe, 
Bur it runs deviliſh rough in verſe. 
Like graſhoppers they ſat i'th' ſun, 
Telling range tales of ancient fun; 


And with a feeble hollow voice, 


Repeated o'er their former joys : 
When Hellea came, they ſhook their 
wings; 

What could they more, they 1 no 
ſtings ? ? 

No 8 faith, they cty, ſuch charms, 

Should ſet the gazing world in arms; 

Cheap is the wound got in defence 

Of tuch a dazzling excellence. 


But ſiace 'tis o'er with us, we'll eien 


Send back this dang'rous Spartan. queen, 


If ſhe ſtays here, Troy tumbles down; 
Bur pack her off, we fave the town. 


' Whil 
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Whilſt thus fair Hellen's praiſe ow 
ſqueak, 
The Trojan king began to ſpeak :- 
Come hither, child, I take a pride, 
To have thee grace thy father's ſide. 
Behold, your friends, my deareſt honey, 
And take a view of your old cronie : 
Tis not your fault; you're not the cauſe 
it Of half the Trojans griefs and woes. 
he gods attack our royal town, 
nd ſeem reſolv*d to pull it down: 
ut tell us, who's that ſwinging fellow, 
ns, Nhat ſtruts ſo fierce z he's dreſt in yellow; 
ow tall ! and how genteel! odzooks, 
\ ſoldier every inch he looks. 


No 


Hellen replies, my deareſt father, 
een ſilence I would have kept much rather, 
n Hhan ſpeak at all; would I had dy'd, 
tore I was young Paris? bride ; 
er I was falſe to my good man, 
'hillWnd from my dear relations ran: 

— M0 


My 


My brother he was call'd, before 
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My little daughter cries and pets, n 
And for her abſent mother frets. 7 
Fm full of grief, but this may do, jp 
To raiſe my drooping ſpirits now; U 
She then a flaſket did produce, A 
Of brandy mix'd with lemon juice; k 
A liquor, which a modern ſcrub, Au 


Would chriſten by the name of ſhrub; IA 
But by the Trojan dames ſo friſky, 7 
Twas ſwallow'd by the name of whiſkey , 
After ſix gulps, this artful jade, Y, 
Thus to the good old monarch ſaid; 

He whom to know my ſov'reign ſeeks 
Is the great gen'ral of the Greeks : 

His fame is. known both near and far; 
Renown'd in peace, as well as war: 


For Paris? ſake I turn'd a whore 
To call him ſo 'm now aſham'd, 
I even bluſh to hear him nam'd. 
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s that Atrides ? quoth the king; 
To me he ſeems the very thing: 

['m told he is, or grave, or mellow, 
In peace or war a clever fellow. 
Amongſt the Phrygians I have been, 
But ne'er a tighter fellow ſcen. 

When Otreus fill'd the regal throne, 
And Migdon led their forces on, 
[and my Trojans join'd the fight, 
And put the Amazons to flight ; 

Yet far ſuperior in my view, 

Are thoſe that ſtand before us now. 


pot tell me, Hellen, if you can, 


| 


' 


Who's that broad- breaſted little man; 
lis ſhoulders large, and widely ſpread : 
But not ſo tall as th' laſt by th' head; 


Ile is no ſergeant, I've a notion, 


et like a ſergeant is his motion : 
He ſeems to take the greatelt ſhare 
Of toil, and orders all with care, 


M 3 Hellen 
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Hellen replies, my judgment miſlts, 
If he you ſpeak of ben't Ulyſſes. 
Now, that I take a better view, 
Tis he himſelf, I ſpy him now: 
Let him be ſtanding ſtill, or running, 
You'll hardly find his match for cunning; 
He knows a thouſand (lipp'ry tricks, 
But ſhines the moſt in politicks. 
Tho? from a barren iſle he came, 
The world's too little for his fame: 
And, had he not been born a prince, 
He'd been a miniſter long ſince. 


Antenor told the king, he knew 
What Hellen ſaid was very true. 
When Atrius ſon and he came over, 
This beauteous female to recover, 
Men of great worth they ſeem'd to be, 
I therefore let *em lodge with me: 
I knew them both before that day, 

And knew they could their reck'ning pay, 

„ „ When- 
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Whene'er we'chatted o'er our bowls, 

I mark'd their perſons and their ſouls , 
Atrides ſtanding, look'd the beſt, 

That poſture; youth and bloom expreſs'c, 
Seated, Ulyſſes reverence drew: 

On beach he gave the cleareſt view. 
Atrides was no man of talk ; 

But *rwas to th* purpoſe when he ſpoke, 
But when Ulyſſes deign'd to riſe, 

Upon the ground he fix'd his eyes; 
Look'd like a fool, but yet his ſenſe, 
Commanded ſtreams of eloquence: - 

He could, with oily words, I tell ye, 
Make your heart jump within your belly: 
His accent, from the flowers and trees, 
Would call the very birds and bees. 


Then Priam thus : amidſt the throng, 
| ſpy a man exceeding ſtrong ; 
With ſhoulders ſpread, and ſwelling cheſt, 
ay, e's got a giant's back and breaſt : 


—_ M 4 A man 
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A man ſo ſtrong you'd ſeldom fre ; 


My lovely girl, who can it be? 
Ajax, replies fair Leda's daughter, 


Is he who now you're enquiring after. 
Of him the Grecians well may boaſt; 
This man alone can ſtop an hoſt. 

The next that looks this way to ſee us, 
Is the far fam'd Idomeneus. 


With my good man he once took quar- 


ter, 

And look'd fo trim, my mouth did water, 
The reſt I know, and all could name; 
They're hearts of oak, and men of fame. 


_ Caſtor and Pollux on the plain 


I've ſought, and ſought, but ail in yan: 
We're near a-kin to one another, 
Born of and ſuckled by one mother. 


Perhaps the colonels fight no more, 


At leaſt they fight not for a whore. 
Poor Hellen dreamt not on her bed, 


Her brothers were as herrings dead : 


That 


at 


Return, and Kiſs their \ wives in peace. 
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That they had each a marble tomb, 
And ſlept ſecure from beat of drum. 


The heralds now with prudent care, 
The deſtin'd ſacrifice prepare: 
But firſt in order form the ring, 
And thus they call the Trojan king: 
Ariſe, O king, come down with ſpeed, 
And lend a hand in time of need; 
To ſeal the truce; for there's no troth, 
Unleſs you come and take the oath. ' 
Your ſon and famous Menc]au 
For Nell agree to pull a crow : 
And he that makes his rival yield, 
Or kills him dead upon the field, 


| Muſt unmoleſted have the N 


I' enjoy the fair with all her treaſure; 
That we may ceaſe this curſt fatigue, 
And join in everlaſting league; 


Trojans may plough their lands, and 


Greece 


The. 
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The king, tho ſorry, gave command, 
To bring his chariot out of hand. 
Antenor mounted by his ſide, _ 

And through the Scean gate they ride: 
Then lighting, they proceed among 
The very thickeſt of the throng; 

When wiſe Ulyſſes, as *twas meet, 

And Agamemnon left their ſeat. 

The wine now mix'd, the heralds bring, 
And waſh the hands of ev'ry king. 
Whilſt thus to cleanſe themſelves they 
labour, 

The Grecian gen'ral draws his aber. 
And cutting from the beaſts ſome hair,) 
The heralds gave each prince a ſhare, 
To ſhew that all things ſhould be fair. 
Then with a thund*:ing voice, that made 
A deviliſh noiſe, to Jove they pray'd : 

O Jupiter ! who every Friday, 

Art worſhipp'd on a mount call'd Ida: 
O Phoebus! and thou mother Earth! 
That gives to thieves and lawyers birth: 


O de- 
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O demons ! and infernal furies | 

Whoſe counſels aid Weſtminſter juries : 

Thou diſcord-making fiend: that trudges, 

The ſx months circuits with the judges : 

And thou, the helliſh imp, that brings 

Sulphur to puniſh perjur'd kings, 

Be witneſſes to what we ſay, 

If Paris Menelaus ſlay, 

Let him keep Nell, much good may't do 
him, e 

And make her true and faithful to him; 

Whilſt we poor devils will depart, 

And trudge it home with all our heart: 

But if, by Menelaus' might, 

Paris be worſted in the fight, 

They ſhall again reſtore his Nelly, 

With all belongs her back and belly: 

A forfeit too conſent to pay, 

For ſtealing of the girl away; 

And Paris cannot think it much, 

To pay a piece for every touch. 
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If they tefuſe again, we'll fight, 

And force the rogues to do 85 right. 

With that, the victims by the crown 

He ſeiz'd, and inſtant knock'd them 
down: | 

They ſtruggl'd hard to keep their breath, 

But yielded to the ſtroke of death. 


Of mingled wine they drank one round, 


And pour'd the reſt upon the ground. 


Then only add another prayer, 


Becauſe they ha'nt much time to ſpare. 


Hear Jove, and all ye gods on high, 


Whoſe vicars ſay you hate a lye, 


(Tho' amongſt them for lies and ſwearing, 


There's ſcarce a barrel better herring) 
Whoe'er to break this league combine, 
Pour out their blood Ike this red wine; 
And may their wives ſuch harlots be, 
That all the pariſh can't ſerve three. 


Thus both the armies join'd in prayer, 
Which Jove refus'd, and kick'd in air. 


Now 


HOMER'S ILIADS. 173 


Now when theſe holy rites were done, 
Old Priam haſt*ned to be gone. 
Too much, quoth he, for my great age; 
To ſee my darling ſon engage: 
But Jove knows beſt, who rules us all, 


What prince ſhall live, or who ſhall fall. 


To ſtay within yon walls I chuſe, 
And be the laſt to hear bad news; 
Then inſtantly his car aſcended, 
Antenor by his fide attended: 

But firſt, and rightly did he judge it, 
| He ſtuft the victims in his budget. 


Ulyſſes then, and Hector ſtout, 
The limits of the fight mark'd out : 
Which heroe firſt ſhould throw his lance; 
They both agreed to put to chance. 
The people pray on bended knees, 
And mutter out ſuch words as theſe: 
O Jupiter! who halt by odds, 
The greateſt head of all the gods, 
Let not the author of this trite 
Depart, and carry back his life: 


But 


1 4 { 4 
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But may he be demoliſh'd quick, 
And ſent full gallop to Old Nick: 
Such rogues once hang'd, all wars would 


ceaſe, 
And ſoldiers eat 887 Wack in * 


Hector a hs helmet takes, 


In which the doubtful lot he ſhakes, 
Then turns his head without deceit, | 


To ſhew them that he ſcorn'd to cheat : 
Shakes well the lots; out pops the caſt 
For Paris, who now arms in haſte. 

He faſten'd on his boots with ſtraps, 
To keep his tender ſhins from raps: 


To guard his, am'rous heart he plac'd, ' | 
His ſhining corſlet o'er his breaſt, _ ; 
His truſty ſword a croſs his breech _ 


Was hung, to be within his reach. 

A horſe's tail, juſt like a mop. 

He ſtuck upon his helmet's top. 

Thus arm'd compleat, he ſtruts about; 

Seem'd mighty big, and wond'rous ſtout; 
And 


. 


And Menelaus, you might ſee, 
Appear'd as big and fierce as he: 

Ready for fight, they both Jook'd ſour, 
And ey'd each other o'er and Ger. 

Paris puts on a warlike phiz, © 


And from his hand his lance goes whiz z 


Which lent Atrides' ſhield a thump, 
And then upon the ground fell plump. 
His ſpear, with aim both good and true, 
The cuckold then at Paris threw : 

But e'er he ſpent his ammunition, 

To Jove preferr'd his laſt petition. 


May'ſt pleaſe my good deſign to help, 


And let me kill this lech'rous whelp ; 
That men may ceaſe to do amiſs, 

And not in other fiſh ponds fiſn. 
Thus having eas'd his mind by prayer, 
Whiz goes his jav'lin thro? the air: 
With ſuch a vengeance did he force it, 
It drove its way thrb! Paris” corflet, | 
And tore his doublet and his ſhirt, 

Yet for all that *rwas but a flirt; 
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The wary Trojan bending low, 

Moſt flily diſappoints the blow. 

Some think he dawb'd his breeks that hit; 
I think he had none to beſhit. 

Tho' Troy abounded much in riches, 
Yet none of them wore any breeches. 


The Grecian follow'd his good luck, 
And ran upon him with en tuck; 
Laying about him at ſuch rate, 

As if he meant to break his pate: 

But as his glitt'ring helm he rapt, 
His truſty ſword in pieces ſnapp'd; 
Vex' d to the guts he lifts his eyes, 
And mutt'ring to himſelf he cries, 
This raſcal's jacket I had duſted, 

If Jupiter could have been truſted: 
But honeſt men he keeps at diſtance, 
And lends to whores and rogues aſſiſt- 
ance. 

Juſt when I had ſecur'd my prize, 
My louſy blade in pieces flies : 


He 


e 


HOMER'S ILIA D 8. 177. 


He ſaid, and catching at his crown, 

He very nigh had pull'd him down; 

The more he pull'd, the more he hung 

An a—e, and would not move along: 

Still he hawl'd on with many a jerk, 

And certainly bad done his work. 

A curious inlaid golden ſtrap 

Faſt'ned his helmet round his chap ; 

Which, ſure as gun, had EO his wea- 
ſon, 

Had not Love's goddeſs come in ſeaſon : 

She came, and without more ado, 

Th* embroider'd ſtayband ſnipp'd in two: 

Off comes his helm of curious faſhion. 

Atrides, in a helliſh paſſion, 

Whirls it amidſt the Grecian files, 


Who view the poliſh'd caſque with ſmiles. 


He then with all his might and main, , 
Let drive at Paris once again: 

But as he aim'd the fatal ſtroke, 

The 3 wrapp'd him up in ſmoke; 


N From 
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From thence, with gentle touch, ſhe led 
The younker home, and warm'd his bed. 
To take away perfumes not good, 
She burnt SIR of ſpicy wood. 


No Cater was he ſeated well, in 
His chamber, but ſhe look'd for Hellen. 
Reclin'd amongſt the fair ſhe found her; 
A charming circle ſtanding round her. 
Quickly a Jerſey ſpinſter's ſhape _ 

She borrows; for ſhe well could ape : 
With cautious ſteps, approaching near, 
She whiſpers ſoftly in her ear; 

My deareſt jewel, Paris wants 

To wander in the uſual haunts: 
Extended on the bed he lies, 

And longs to feel your poliſh'd thighs, 
Both ſafe and ſound, the am*rous boy, 

| Prepares the wonted ſcene of joy. 


Heilen began to kick and huff. 
And at the beldam's words took ſnuff. 
| But 
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But as ſhe ſtar'd her thro? and thro', 

Her old acquaintance ſoon ſhe knew, 

By her fine alabaſter bubbies, 

Her eyes of jet, and lips of rubies. 

The fright made all her teeth to chatter, 

And, faith, ſhe ſcarce. e hoid her 

water: 

But ſoon a little courage Wok, | 

And to the goddeſs filence, broke. 

(The reader in her ſpeech will find, 

That woman-like the ſpoke her mind) 

Could I believe, that Venus wou'd 

So meanly att, ſo like a bawd ? 

Don't think that I can ever truckle 

So low, as with a coward buckle : 

Now he is worſted in the fight, 

am become” another's right: 

know your drift; it ſha'nt take place; 
o ſend me home ward with difgrace, 

and make my huſband quite uncivil: 

Fou a hae goddeſs | you a devil! 


N 4 „ 
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If Paris cannot. live without 

A tit bit, yon yourſelf may do tt; 

Be you his loving wench or wife, 

Pl go ng, more upon my life: 

To me it will afford no ſport, 

I am not in a humour for't; 

The head- ach pains me ſo juſt now, 

I ſcarce know what I ſay or do. 

But I'll no longer bear the blame 
Of every ſawcy Trojan dame, | 

Who cry, ſhe's very handſome, ſure, 

»Tis pity the ſhould be a whore, 


Hey day ! quoth Venus, what's all 
this, 


On nettles ſure you've been to piſs ; 
You will not, that, or t'other do. 
Pray, who will firſt have cauſe to rue ? 
If I forſake thee, every grace 
Will leave thy perſon, and thy face; 


Trojan 


I 
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Trojans won't give a fig to ſee, LY 

What once they Viewd' with ſo much 
e n 

Nor will the wildeſt rake in town 

Value thy tuz at t half a crown. 


To all diſputes this put an n end; 


The fair made ready to attend; 


The loſs of beauty rais'd ſuch fears, 
She hardly could refrain from tears. 
Away the goddeſs tript with Helen. | 


And ſoon arriy'd at Paris dwelling. 


The maids abour like light ning flew, 
For they had fifty things to o: 

But Nell and Venus mount up ſtairs; 
They had to mind their own affairs. 
Soon as they reach'd the chamber door, 
The goddeſs tript it in before; 

And, ſquatting down juſt by the fire, 
Made Hellen in a chair ſit by her; 

All o'er ſhe look'd fo very charming, 


That Paris found his liver warming ; 3 
N 3 And 
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And to himſelf, he felt as if 

His middle, parts were growing ſtiff: 
Tho' from what cauſe we ate not told, 
Or too much heat, or too much cold. 
He begg'd, howe'er, the lovely Hellen, 
Would come and try to cure the ſwelling. i ! 
But with averted eyes ſhe fell 

Upon the harmleſs prince pell-mell. 

« Thou filthy varlet, loſt to ſhame, 

And dar'ſt thou yet ſurvive thy fame? 

How often have I heard thy brags, 

Thou'd Menelaus beat to rags; 

Go challenge him once more, and try 

Your ſtrength — but what a fool am I, 

A ſtripling thou, a ſoldier he; 

At fingle gulp he'd ſwallow thee: 

No more then venture in the fray; _ 

But ſince thou'rt out of danger, ſtay.“ 


Paris replies, my dear, ha' done, 
Who can recall the ſetting ſun ? 


Tho! 
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Tho? Menelau a conqueſt made, 

You know it was by Pallas“ aid; 

The next bout I may luckier be, 

And then PII drub his hide, you'll ſee ; 
But haſte, my charmer, let's employ 
Our moments in th' affair of joy; 

I ne*er before felt ſuch a feel, 
Something alive ſtirs like an eel. 


Than when with you that merry night, > 
In Cranac's le I fought love $ fight. 


I now have far more appetite, j 


This ſpeech no ſooner had he made, 
But up he jump'd upon the bed; 
Where Nelly follow'd, and as wont, 

He quickly caught her by the“ *: 
By that ſame ſpot he never caught her, 


But it in ſpecial temper brought her. 


Whilſt thus the am'rous pair engage, 
The cuckold ſtill was in a rage: 


N44 He, 


4 , 
-4 
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He, like a Hon, rang'd about, 

To try to find the younker out; 

And ranſackd all the troops of Troy, 

In hopes the varlet to deſtroy 

(Nor would che "TIS hot to ng 
'em, LES 

Have ſcreen'd him had he been among 
**n) 

But could nor find him far or near, 

Nor any news about him hear. 


Then Agamemnon from the reſt 
Azoſe, and thus himſelf expreſs'd : 
Ye Dardans and ye Trojans truſty, 
Whoſe ſwords we keep from being ruſty; 
You plainly ſee, the heavenly powers, 
Determine that the day is our's; 
For Menelaus ſure has beat him, 
And may, for aught | we know, have eat 

him; N 

As not a man in all this round, 

But owns he's no where to be found: 
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If therefore Hellen you'll reſtore, - 

We'll take her, be ſhe wife or whore : 

With all the wealth ſhe. "IR from 
Greece, 

Adding, for every work, a piece : 

A fine ſo juſt, if Ilion pay, 

We'll pack our awls, and trudge away; 

Leaving this curſt unlucky ſhore, 

And ſwear to trouble you no. more. 


With mighty ſhouts each Grecian na- 
tion, 
Applaud the gen 'ral's fine oration ;_ 
And knowing what he ſaid was right; 
They ſwore the Trojans ſhould and by't. 


END or THE Thigp Book. 
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Tu ARGUMENT. 


| ITH ſolemn phiz the gods debate, 
And about Troy deliberate : 
In war again, at laſt reſolve, 

The Greeks and Trojans to involve; 
When Pand'rus, by Minerva taught, 
Let's drive at Menelaus' throat; 

And whilſt the wound Machaon dreſſes, 
The general receives expreſſes, 


T hat 
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That all the Trojans were advancing z 
The foot all rang'd, the horſes prancing, 
Atrides now is underſtoodz. 
To be a general, right good z. 
Reviews his troops, and kicks and cuffs ; 
Some. captains praiſes, others huffs. 
Trojans and Greeks now join in battle, 
And. ſwords and ſhields, and helmets 
o 


? 
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BO OK THE FOURT H. 


F H E porter open'd heaven's gate, 
Enthron'd the gods in council ſat, 
Bright Hebe, gay immortal laſs, 
With ſparkling nectar fill'd each glaſs; i 
The friendly bumpers round they tip, 
And talk of Troy ar ev' ry tip : | 
When thus for fun, unlucky Jove, | 
Provok'd his ox-ey'd ſcolding love 
Two heroines of heaven's blood, | 
Aſſiſt the Greeks, if not, they ſhould ; 
But perch'd above, like daws they fit, 
Nor they, to aid the war, think fit: 


But 
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But ſuff'ring Greece to go to ruin, 
Content themſelves with miſchief brewing; 
Whilſt grateful Venus in the throng, 

To help her letcher ſcowers along; 

With nimble bum, or nimbler wriſt, 

She guides his weapon where ſhe liſt ; 
Nay more, a touch of her ſoft hand, 

If fallen _—_ will make him ſtand. 


But now. ye powers, 1 we've be- 
gun, 
'Tis time to fix what muſt be Jane, 
The book of fate then let us ſcan, 
And view. what is ordain'd for man ; ; 
That we about them may determine, 
To kill, or keep alive the vermin : 
Say then, ſhall ſmiling peace enſue, 
Or dreadful war, with face of rue? 
If now your godſhips think, that Nelly 
Shall go and warm her huſband's belly; \ 
And Paris pay for doing. work, 
Would glad the heart of Jew or Turk | ? 


Why 
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Why then the city may ſtand firm, 
A thouſand years, or any term; 
May back recall its old renown, 
And once more be a thriving t town. 


Whilſt, FIN he preach'd his angry 
queen, 
With Pallas Whiſpering was cen ; 
And as they jabber'd pate to pate, 
Againſt poor Troy expreſs'd their hate; 
The warrior virgin, tho' in wrath, 
Yet holds her peace, and nothing faith 
Nor would, had Jove gg eber lo 
"” 008: [> 
For nee wiſdom rubd her wings 
She prudent acts, not ſo Jove's wife, 
Whole joy conſiſts in noiſe and ſtrife, 
Begun don t think your er te, | 
Shall uſe your queen at ſuch a rate: 
On whoring Troy I've made juſt war; 
Have rouz'd my Grecians near and far; 


NM 
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My poſt-chaiſe. rattled many a mile, 
My peacocks ſweating all the while; 
And all to bring deſtruction on, 

This perjur'd lying * whoring town; 

But ſpouſe my cares and toils derides, 
Becauſe they're rogues, he's on their ſides, 
To puniſh racaplets refuſes, 

And thus his loving wife abuſes z 

Tho' if the gods will take my part 

For Jove I-ſhall not care a f—t. 

At this ſame ſpeech you cannot won- 

4-4 8570 
The thunder driver look'd like thunder 
He wav'd his locks, and fit to choak 
With rage, he to his vixen ſpoke. 

* Whoring. You ſee Juno keeps continually 
harping on that word: we judge from thence, 
ſhe came in for ſmall ſhare of the labours of theſe 
whoring Trojans ; but Venus did. There was 
one Anchiſes, a twice five-finger'd Trojan, that 


(as old flories ſay) us'd to thrum her jacket, 
AMneas was the produce of their leiſure hours. 


Why, 


2 3 A ., - 
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Why, how now huſſy, whence this hate, 
To Priam, and the Trojan ſtate ? 

Can wretched mortals thee perplex, 

And an immortal being vex? 


That thou "thould'ſt make fuch wretched 


pother, 
And Troy's whole race defire to {mother , 
Then level out of female ſpite, | 
T heir ſpires, with weather-cocks ſo bright z 
And all becauſe that rogue on Ida, 
Thought your affair a ſpan too wide a. 
Pray how can the varlet blame, 


Who fifty times have thought the * ſame. 


But haſte away, I give thy will, 


Free leave its projects to fulfill; 


Burn the whole town; blow up the walls; 


Deſtroy Its palaces and þalls 


1 fame. Here f overlagks a very ſevere 
rub of Jupiter's; becauſe he directly gives her 
leave to ſatiate * revenge; had it not been for 
that, it is thought he would hardly have eſcaped 
1 face at Tool, or perhaps the 


without a ſcrate 
loſs of an eye. 


Butcher 
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Butcher th* old kings to mend the mat- 3 


ter; CATER 
With his ſon's blood hy PAR beſparter; ; 
And with his gogds and chattels glut, 
The fury of thy greedy gutt. 
ellog 
Peace then, perhaps, I may enjoy, | 

When there ſhall be no more of Troy: 
But, ſhould I take! into my head, 

o ſtrike thy guiſty ſcoundrels dead, 
would not have thee think, that thou. 
Shalt ſtay my wrath : remember bow, 

roy tumbled from i its airy height, 

we way, or feel my dreadful weight. 

tell thee, Juno, of all rations, 

That Keep on earth their different ſta. 

tions; BY | 
Jr born of men, or Frog from gods, 
ralue Troy the moſt, by odds: 

0 mortals claim ſo much my favour, 

s Priam's race, for good behavior : 

heir altars ſmoke; they pay their vous, 

ind plenty kill of bulls and cows; 


O Nor 
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\ Nor do they ever grudge the leaſt, 
Io lend their daughters to the prieſt : 
From hence it cannot be deny'd, - 
But true religion is their guide. 


Juno, like puppet rolls her eyes, 
* And meditating, thus replies: _ 
Three boroughs have I got in Greece, IB 
Moſt dearly lov'd in war or peace; 1 
Mycenæ, Argos, aye, and Sparta; T 
Deſtroy “ em, what care Ia f— ta: P 
| From me you ſhall receive no blame; II 
*Tis fault enough my love they claim. FT 
_ Muſt Juno's rank be thus run down, 0 
* A rank that's equal to thy won, Sy 
|» Goddeſs, I am; the ſame our race, KT 
And age wy ne and bed to ne A. 


an enrage 


® Deſtroy * em, &C. See the fu fury of | 
pe, how ealil 


woman: rather than Tro 
mne gies up three dearly —— towns : but it iA 
to be-hGped, there are ew ſuch women alive now 
days. = Pl 


' 
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Be call'd, the wife of mighty Jove; 
Do not deny this title, love: 
Alternately, we'll maſters be, 
And gods obey our joint decree. 
See truſty Pallas, ſneaking ſtands, 
And waits your worry 8 . com- 
mands: 0 
Bid her but go; away ſhe eaſing 
To rouze the Greek and Trojan hoſts : 
Tell her to uſe her utmoſt care; 
Perfidious Troy begins the war; 
Then if they fall, as fall they muſt, 
They cannot call the gods unjuſt. 
Of heaven and earth, the whoring king» 
Swore, that his wife had hit the thing; 
Then go, my Pallas, in the nick, 
ce And ſerve theſe Phrygian whelps a trick , 
Make 'em, like Frenchmen, treaties 
al break; | 
fir Away, and do not ſtay to ſpeak. 
Pleas'd, ſhe darts downward in a trice, | 
as ſmooth as youngers ſlide on ice, 
5 3 
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Or, as a comet, piping hot, | 
From out the higher regions ſhot ; 
Which frights old women from their wits, IM 
Leaves ſome aghaſt, and ſome in fits: IL. 
Gives wond' ring loons the belly-ach; IA. 
And makes the valiant ſoldier quake. 80 
With horrid phiz, it fall from high, Ly 
And whiſks its tail along the ſky : A 
Juſt fo, appeared to the fight, Fo 
Of both the hoſts, this goddeſs bright: IH 
They gueſs'd, and paus'd, and gueſs dA 
A Tt 
What this ſtrange prodigy could mean: Ar 
At laſt agreed, chat angry Fate, 
Was big with ſomething mighty great. IV 
"Twas warz or peace, or wind, or rain, 
Or ſcarcity'next year of grain. 
Some cunning heads this reaſon hit, H 
That ne would ſoon make room {> 
tt; * 
Whilſt others held, *twould better ſuit 
His My to ſtick by B— te.. V 
W hill 


f 


i 
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Whilſt chus chen puzzled-their dul! 
pates, dvr} 5113-300: K 
Minerva paſs*dithe ooewhic eus, 
Laodocus's ſhape ſne bore; 
Antenor's arms, and coat, he wore. 
Stretching himſelf upon the ground, 
Lycaon's blund'ring ſon ſne found: 
A choice ſtrong officer he was, 
For ſtrength, he beat a modern/aſs: 
His troops, from black Eſopee came, 
dA place but little known to fame. 
The arms his ſwarthy ſoldiers bear, 
Are each a prong, a ſword, and pear: 
Pallas aſſumes a harmleſs look, 
nut to the chief ſhe wheedling ſpoke» 
n, {Like ſow, beneath an apple-tree, 
iſten, and take advice from me: 
How glorious, could'ſt thou have the 
for luck, | 
o fix a dart in Sparta's Tl 
„ If he, to ſee that day could live, 
hat treaſure would not Paris give? 
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So great an action would be crown'd, 

With ten at leaſt, or twenty pound: 

Don't mifs the time; 'tis now or never, 

Thy fame muſt live, or die for ever: 

But firſt, to th* Lycian archer pay, 

(By molt he's call'd the god of day) 

A ram ; this ſame unerring ſpark, 

Can guide thy arrow to its mark : 

*T is highly neceſſary this, 

That thou, this 1 kr may'nt 
miſs. 

Like gunpowder, the dpi elf, 

Took fire, and up he blew himſelf : 

Then fitting to his bow the ftring, 

Reſolv'd at once to do the thing: 

His truſty bow was made of horn, 

A mountain goat for years had worn. 

This goat by Pandarus was ſhot, 

And left upon the cliffs to rot: 

The horns, he plunder'd from his head, 


F all ſixteen 2 theſe antlets ſpread; 
Which 
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Which being ſmooth'd, with 1 and 
VCCCVVCCCCCC 

Produc'd a bow. exceeding rare. 

The work man torm'd a curious Joint, 

And ſhining gold adorn 'd each | point. 

This Pandarus, without being ſeen, 

By any but his countrymen, 

Bends ſtrong ; and that he might be ſafe, 

Took care to hide his better half, 

Behind the potlids of his band 

For thoſe he always could comblnnd. 

Before he aim'd, he bended low, 

To fit the arrow to his Dow; 

One from a hundred out he picks, 

To ſend the cuckold over Styx. 

(Sharp was the point of this ſame arrow, 

Deſign'd to reach the Spartan” S marrow) 

Then vows, he'll to Apollo give 

Honours, as long as he ſhall live. 


4 Now hard he trains, with wond'rous 
; ſtrength, 


And draws the arrow all its length: 


0 „ Wks 


200 The THIRD BOOK or 


Whiz.goes the weapon! an the wing, 

And leaves a,jar,upon the ſtring. 

Had then Atrides been forgot, 

He cerrajoly, had gone to pot: 

But Pallas, for his life aftaid, 

In pudding: time came to his aid; 

And turn'd aſide the furious 8 "TE. 

That was intended for his heart, | 1 

Into a more ignable part. 

So careful mathers, when. they pleaſe, 

Their children guard from lice and fleas. 

The firit, emotion that he felt, 

Was a great thump. upon his belt: 

For Th the arrow, Pallas knew, 

Could only pierce a little through : 

It did ſo; and the ſkin it rais'd ; 

The blood guſh'd out, which ſo amaz wal 

The cuckold, that he was half craz'd: 

He felt .within himſelf ſtrange twitches; 

*T was. thought by moſt. he Tony: his 
breeches. 


As 
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As when you ſeek ſome curious Cite 

To grace the palfry of a king, 

Acarian, or Maonian mad, 1 

Who iv'ry-ſtainers are by trade ; ; 

Or any other trade for gain; 

With red the iv'ry boſs Goth ſtain. 

The diff'ring colours, ſure enough, 

Agree to ſet: each other off. 

The glowing red adorns the white, 

Whoſe paleneſs makes the red more 
bright. 128 


Juſt fo Arrides blood you'd G 
As it ran down his ſnowy thigh; 


Paſs'd o'er the knee and leg to boot, 


His ankle ſtain'd, and reach'd his foot. 


Back ſtarts the king of men, aghaſt, 


To ſee his blood run down ſo faſt; 


Nor leſs the Spartan hero quak'd ; 


His heart as well as belly ach'd. 


When Agamemnon ſaw, the arrow 
Had not quite reach*d his brother's mar- 
. 


He 
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He only ſigh'd and heav'd his cheſt; 

And thus his heavy grief expreſsd;; 

Whilſt all the Grecians, far and rear, 

Did nought- but chreaten, 11180 and 
ſwear. 

My deareſt bre. for this did I 

Deſire a truce, zounds! I could cry; 

It proves a fatal truce to thee ; 

Nay, fatal both to thee and me: 

Thou fought, till all the tray did ceaſe 

Now to be lain, in time of. peace, 

Is dev*liſh hard —— with rueful phiz, 

He added — By my ſoul, it is: 

Thoſe ſcoundrel Trojans, all combine, 

In hopes to ruin thee and thine, 

They've ſtole thy goods, and kiſs'd thy 
wite, 

And now they want to take thy life, 

Perjur'd, the raſcals are, I ſwear, 

And will be damn'd, you need not fear : 

Not thus we Grecians, when we make, 

10 Jove our vows, when oaths we take, 


We're 
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We're ſtrict and honeſt to our word, 

So ſhould each man that wears a ſword. 
What pity *tis, that rogues fo baſe, 
Should thus bamboozle Jove's own race : 
But let it be thy comfort, brother, 

And with it thy reſentment ſmother, 
That Jove ſuch roguery will puniſh, 
Already he begins to furniſh: _ 
With red-hot bolts; his mutton fiſt, 

To ſinge and pepper whom he liſt : 

Be certain, when he once begins, 

He'll ſmoke theſe ſcoundrels for their ſins ; 
Make Priam's houſe of ſaucy peers, 
Come tumbling down about their ears. 
Theſe roguiſh Trojans, Pallas knows, 
Will die for certain, in their ſhoes. - 

For thee, my brother, who deſerv'd 
Much better fate, than be ſo ſerv'd: 

T truit thou wilt not die fo ſudden, 

Bur ſtill eat many a pound of pudding: 
Sore ſhall I moan, when thou art dead; 
For then my ſafeſt prop is fled : e 
7 8 De- 
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Depriv'd of thee, thy men of might, 
Will run much. faſter than they'll fight. 
When once thy brave example's loſt, 
They'll never! face the Trojan hoſt: 
Of conqueſt will they dream no more, 
But groan and grunt upon this ſnore. 


Shall Helen then, with Paris ſtay, 


Whilſt thy poor bones conſume away; 
And ſome ſad dog, thy recent tomb, 
Lug out his ware, and piſs upon; 
Adding, that all Atrides got, 

Was to come here to lay and rot. 
Before this ſcandal on me peep, _ 
May I be buried nine yards deep. 


Hie ſpoke; and ſighing rubs his eyes, 
When Menelaus thus replies : | 
Your tears, my hero, prithee keep, 
Leſt you ſhould make our ſoldiers weep - 
"Tis, but at worſt, a harmleſs ſcratch, _ 
I put upon't a lady's patch; 


Or, 
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Or, if you think 'twill mend it faſter, 
P11 ſend for Borton's ſticking plaiſter : - 
But if à ſurgeon's help is meet, 
Diſpatch a meſſenger to thꝰ fleet; 
There is a man, who well can do, 

For ſcratches, burns, and poxes too. 


The brother king, with gracious look, 

Once more reſum'd the thread, and ſpoke; 

May all the gods thy life defend, 

And all thy wounds and ſcratches mend. 
Talthibius fly, bid Machao 

Run faſter than he e'er did go; 

Let him await us in our tents, 

And bring his box of inſtruments; 

My brother's wounded with a dart, 

For aught I know, in mortal part. 

With ſuch a haſte Ta! thibius run, 

He knock'd two common troopers down: 

Then ſearch'd thro? every file and rank, 
And found the ſurgeon in the flank. 


©" The 
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The king, Machaon, bids you come; 
Lou muſt not walk, but you muſt run; 
And, with your box of inſtruments, 
Attend the monarchs in their tents: 
Make ſpeed, the beſt leg foremoſt put; 
His brother's-wounded in the gut. 
The ſurgeon was a ſoldier good, 
And in his regimentals ſtood. 
Soon as he heard of this diſaſter, 
He ran, no ſurgeon could run faſter: 
Away he hy'd with double ſpeed, 
To help the king in time of need. 
(A double motive ſurgeons brings, 
When they attend the wounds of kings; 
I only ſpeak, as I have heard; 
HBeſides their pay, they get preferr'd) 
Away puff d Chiron on full drive, 
In hopes to ſee the king alive. 
He found him ſtanding, firm as rock, 
Unmov'd, undaunted, at the ſhock. 
The chiefs around look'd mighty blue, 
And ſo I fancy, Sir, would you, wane: 
„ 
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The dart he pluck'd away with ſpeed, 
But pull'd it out, and left its head: 
His doublet quick he then uncas'd, 
And his nick · nackry bag un bracd; 
When kneeling down upon the ground, 
Like Harry's queen, he ſuck' d the wound; 
Then to the place, to give it eaſe, 
Apply'd a ſalve of pitch and greaſe. 


But, -whilſt the ſurgeon was employ'd, 
The Grecians ſorely were annoy'd, 
By Trojan troops, that preſs'd to fight; 
Reſolv'd, juſt then, to try their might: 
Murm'ring they came, like ſwarms of 
deen 
That feel th* enliv'ning ſummer's breeze. 


The king, durſt hardly go or ſtay; 


But yet he ſcorn'd to run away: 
_ Tho? peace might make his head appear 
A little thick, in war 'twas clear. 


Ke | He 
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He, like a man, refus'd his coach, 
Leſt it might raiſe the leaſt repronch; 
Bur fought on foot, like any Swifs, 
Nor durſt he take up time to ps: 
But cries, attend each mother's ſon, 


This battle muſt be loſt, or won: 


Remember now your ancient glory, 
What broken heads there are in ſtory, 


Related of your fathers ſtout; 


And you yourſelves are talk'd about: 
A Trojan fighting one of you; 
Has odds againſt him three to two; 


The raſcals rotten are as melons, 


And full of guitt as Newgate felons. 
We'll have 'em all in chains and cuffs, 
But till that time let's work their buffs. 


This ſpeech was made for men of mettle, 


He next the cowards ſtrives to fettle. - 


Shame to your race, to all your houſes, '* 


The ridicule of carmen's ſpouſes : 


Do you intend to ſtand and ſee, 


Your ſhipping flaming in the ſea? 


Why 
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Why ſtand ye then diſmay'd and quaking, 
With limbs all en. hearts all 
aching: | 

Perhaps you think it ak the while, 

For Jove to fight, and ſave you toil ; 

But you will fiad, without a jeſt, 

He fafeſt ſtands, who fights the beſt: 

This ſaid, like Brentford's mighty king, 

He march'd, and ſtrutted round the ring. 

Th' old Cretan gave him great content, 

To ſee him head his regiment: 

And to obſerve, how void of fear, 

The bold Merion form'd the rear: 

The ſergeant majors in their places, 

Advanc'd, with grim determin'd faces; 

The king, elated much with joy, | 

Claſp'd in his arms the fine old boy: 

O Idomen ! what thanks we owe, 

To men of ſuch like mould as you: 

Thy worth by far exceeds belief, 

When Jove from war ſhall give relief 8 

Be thine the foremoſt cut o'th* beef; 3 
EE = And 
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And when the wine we freely paſs, 
Be thine the beſt and largeſt glaſs: 
In arms thou rr great as any man, 
| Nor FRO to es un _'" 
2 11901 CY u 0 3 

The Ceran add not Jearn'd 1 to 9 * 
Had ne'er from Dover ſkippꝰd to F rance: 
For, tho' tis plain he meant no evil, 
You'll ſay his anſwer was not civil; 
There needs no words to raiſe my courage, 
So ſave your wind to cool your porridge; 
I'll venture boldly, tho” to:fay, 


Ill act what you command this day 


Let but the trumpets ſound to battle, 
Fil make the Trojans doublets rattle. 
The king was rather pleas'd than verd. 

So travel'd onward to the next. 


Ajax he found amidſt his blues 
Ajax, ſays he, my boy, what news? 
Now, this he ſaid, becauſe *twas hard, 
To have for all a ſpeech prepar d: 1 * 


ut 
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But yet he gladly feaſtꝭ is eyes, 
With his nerd of gwetciſe 3 4 . 
He found 'twas Fmmſtanerarmieev 

Of mighty ſer vice at a pinch 3 | 


He faw him clofe his files, then ue, 3 


(A trick, new learn'd, che fog to bubble) 
Next wheel'd co right and leſt about, 19 
And made em face botk in and out 1 
Then turn upon the centre arte * 

As eaſy as a juggler's trick: 
Whence ſoon they form'd ĩato Waere 5 
Then back again, juſt as they dee 34 
By this parade Atrides knew, _ 
That phalanx/might be truſted, W. 

Now, all this vchile his plotting head 
Had com d a ſpeech; and thus he fad: 1 
To ſay Pm pleas d. O gallant knight, © 

Is barely doing bat is right:: 
Thy ſoldiers: well may heroes be, 25 
When. they ſuch bright , by 
Would Jove but breathe into the reſt, 
Such fire as burns within thy breaſt, 

| 2 2 Trojans 
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Trojans'would helter-ſkeker! run, 

And 1 from Nr en 
e o gt | of 8 

10 21189 Yigg 4505 * 

The. next he found was ancient Neſtor, 

Who ſpite of age, was Kill; a jeſter : 

For military art renown d, | 

As Bland's his knowledge was 3 

Beſides, When he thought fit, could 
Ipeaks 0 f Asie rf} 

In any languree - — belt; io Greek, 

The king, ep d his men in ranks, 

And flew, to. give the vet can thanks : 

Obſerv'd hom juſt he plac'd his We. 

His footmen and his line of horſes. _ 

The * f were wiſely rang d in front, 

That pomp. firſt might! bear che brunt. 


A imagine, the author has placed the troops 
as he thinks they ſhould be, not as they were. 
The author knows the Grecians had no horſes 
but what they uſed to their chariots : but, as he 


talks like an apothecary, he gives himſelf what 
liberty he Pleates, * 


0 N aha 


The 


le 
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The horſe along the flanks he drew, 
To keep em ready to purſue. e. 


The rear made up of mod'rate men, 
Half hearts of cock, half hearts of hen. 
The very riff-raff rogues they venture, 
To ſqueeze together in the centre. 

Thus fix'd, they kept a ſharp Iookoiit, 
And ready ſtood to buckle tot. 
Now, what a fine old Gene he, | 
A finer Grecian could not be, 

Who in ſo ſmall a ſpace could ikuſter, 


And form his lines without a cluſter. 


Then to each liſt'ning leering knave, 
A little ſound advice he gave: 
If you in battle chance to fall, 


Don't ſtay to riſe, for that ſpoils « al ; 
To riſe as ſome men do, I mean, 


A—ſe foremoſt, then your back is ſeen 3 


But riſe directly bolt upright, 17 


Ready prepar'd to run, or fight. 
Our fatners by theſe rules became 


Immortal, you may do the ſame, 


13 Thus 
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Thus ſpoke the vet'ran Grecian chief, 
And, pleas'd, che king beyond belief: 
Who cry'd, tis curſed hard that age, 
Should drive ſuch leaders off the ſtage; 
V hultt other Heroes hve forgot, 

Eternal yourh ſhould be ty lot. 

When Nettor Mock his hoaty locks, 
And thus replies; Age, with a pox | 
Will come apace: could I, forſooth, 
Recall the ſtrength I had in youth, 
When Ercuthalion I flewz _ | 
Be ſure, I would that ſtrength renew: 
But dear experience can't be gotten, 

Till we're with tricks of dan half rot- 
tent „ 

The young are fineſt * the geld, 

But to the old in eguneil yield? 


The fighting trade to you I leave; 


Be mine ſome good advice to give. 


With joy the king of monarchs heard, 
This doughty knight o'th' grizzle beard. 


He 
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He left him then, becauſe he had 
No time to ſpare, things look'd but bad; 
When, 10 he found e 
In a moſt lamentable 1 fuſs. . 

His armour he could not 0 ore, | 
"Cauſe they were hid behi op door : 
Searching about his tent al | A him, 
The gen'ral left him, where he found him. 


Next ſpy'd Ulyſſes at his ſtand, 
Th' Old Buffs were under his command: 
Idle they lay at diſtance far, 
Nor knew a word about the war: 
Atrides ſaw them playing pranks, 
And all diſorder'd in their ranks; 
Which made him in a mighty paſſion. 
The poor Ulyſſes falls ſlap-daſh on; 
I thought you knew your duty better, 
To fame in war were more a debtor, 
Than to be idle whilſt the reſt, 
For life as well as fame conteſt, 


P 4 In 
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In time of peace you're much reſpedted, 
And never at our feaſts neglected, 

I can't ſee any reaſon you, 
Regardleſs of your charge ſhould grow. 


The ſage Ulyſſes, with a bluſh, 
Returns for anſwer, huſh, huſh, huſh ; 
It you ſpeak loud, the Trojans hear ; 
Not that we care, what need we fear ? 
You ſee, O king, we harraſgd are; 
Ten minutes fits us for the war: 

Give you the word, and we'll advance, 
To fight the foe with ſword or lance. 

In battle I perhaps may do, 

What you, my chief, won't care to view. 


Well ſaid, Ulyſſes, cries the king, 


(A little touch'd tho', with the ſting, 
Of his laſt words) I only fear'd, 

To catch my warrior off his guard; 
But am rejoic'd to find thee ſteady, 
For war or council always ready: 


He 
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He ſaid; and paſs'd to Diomede, 

And caught him faſt aſleep in bed. 

Zoons | 8 the way a thoughr, Ty- 
dides, * 10 et 

The man in when my EA pride is, 

Might abſent been perhaps 4 whoring, 

But little dreamt to cateh him ſnoring; 

Do'ſt thou not hear the Trojans rattle ? 

Already they've begun the battle. 

Not thus thy father — mne doubt 
him, 

He wage re this had ld a about him; 

Had gin the Trojans ſuch a drubbing, ' 

As would have ſav'd a twelve- month's 

ſcrubbing; 
Tis known he was a lad of wax, 
Let bellum, be the word, aut pax. 


He was, indeed, of ſtature ſmall, 
But then in valour he was tall. 
Would time permit to tell you how, 
e fifty hardy warriors ſlew ; 


Nay, 
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Nay, hold, *rwas only forty- nine; 

For one he ſav'd a friend of mine, 

Ta witneſs that the tale was true, 

Elſe twould have been believ'd by few. 
But now I find, and in this caſe, , 
I can't help ſaying to thy face, 

Since our affairs ſo ill you handle, 
You're hardly fit to hold his candle, 
Tydides, rugged as a bear, 

Was vext ta th? heart, and ſtroak'd his 

hair, 

Then rubb'd his chin, yet nothing ſpoke, _ 
Tho? rage had made him fit to choak : 

Not ſo the ſon of Capaneus, 

Who thus began to play the deuce; 
Like other mortals, tho' we reſt, 
We'll 6ght it with the very beſt; 
Tho' we, I ſay, and Pm no puffer, 
By the compariſon can't ſuffery _ 


— 


Vet ! inſiſt, it is not fair, 


The ſons with fathers to compare. 


But 
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But pray, Sir, venture to be juſt, 
And, when you "think, ys ſure yes 
muſt,  / 

Spite of your wrath be bod to eu. 
We know to fight as well as they: 

And give me leave, Sir, to aſſure ye, 
Our arm's as ſtrong, tho' leſs our fury. 
Againſt proud Thebes our fathers fail'd, 
With half their force the ſons prevail'd : 
Our fathers ſuffer'd in their ſhoes, 

And dy'd like damn'd blaſpheming Jews: 
But Jupiter himſelf ſtood by us, 
Becauſe he found the ſons more pious; 
Therefore in ſpite of all your airs, -Sir, 
Our fame by much ſurpaſſes —_ Sir. 


To him, Tydides, ceaſe, my 'fquire, 1 
To wrangle thus, and curb thy fire. | 
Thy betters know, the anxious king, 
Is ſorely vext, fome weighty thing, 
Runs counter to his inclination. 

Excuſe, for once, this fretful paſſion: 


"11 
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'Tis our's to fight, if he leads on, 

My boy, we l! ſecond him ding dong: 
He ſpoke, and took a flying jump, 

And on the g road his a—ſe came thump 
But up he | ung, and with a rattle, 

His ſquire 100 be ruſh'd forth to battle; 
And, as they hurry'd to begin, 

Their armour made a dreadful din: 

As, when à mod'rate northern breeze, 
Moves the bleak waves by ſlow degrees: 
With gentle pace they reach the land, 
And ride each other to the ſtrand. 

But when the wind in rage gets up, 
They ſoon the higheſt rocks o' ertop; 
Then foam and kick, and cuff and fiſe, 
And ſeem to touch the nether ſkies ; 

So the thick regiments move on, 

The hindmoſt drive the firſt along, 

No found through all the ranks is heard, 
Except it be the general's word: 
Take care, perhaps the chief would ſays 
And lilent all the troops obey. 


Not 
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Not ſo the Trojans empty ſculls. 
Their noiſe exceeded Baſan': s bulls; 
Each different nation? 5 different voice, 
Agreed to make a d—liſh noiſe. 

To it they fall, a god of might, | 
Heartens each army for the fight : 
Mars backs the Trojans, Pallas ſeeks, 
To help her dea: beloved Greeks, 
Diſcord and terror rage in ht, A 
Attended by that ſpectre flight. 
Diſcord, that lays all regions waſte, 
Small at her birth, grows h—I--ſh faſt, 
So faſt in half a day ſhe'll riſe, 

Her head ſhall almoſt rouch the ſkies, 
Too often at a lord-mayor” s feaſt, 

She comes a curs'd unwelcome gueſt : 
Teo often drags both great and ſmall, 
In heat of blood to * Wrangler's hall; 
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Where half their wealth is from 'em 
lugg'd, 

Before they find chemſelres as: 

Affliction brings both ſides to think, 

So down they friendly fit to drink, 

Vex'd they're drawn in to be employers, 

Of thieves, ſollicitors, and lawyers, 


Now bloody blows by ſcores they 
ſtrike ß; 
Swords claſh with eee. and pike 
meets pike: ä 
A noiſe of ſhouts and 1 is 3 
From conquerors and conquered- 
The blood of valiant captains ſlain, 
By quarts the moſſy ground did ſtain. 
As torrents roaring from the hills, 
Sweeping down houſes, barns, and milk, 
Drive onward with a dreadful force, 
Nor ſtop till chey have tun their courſe, 
So theſe two hoſts each other joſtle, 


And 'twix 'em make a woeful buſtle. 
3 | The 
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The bloody fight is firſt begun, 
By aged Neſtor's valiant ſon; 
Echepolus by chance was near, 
At whom he launch'd the ſhining ſpear : 
Upon the nob it hit him full, 
Spoil'd his beſt hat and crack'd his ſcull; 
Down on the ground he tumbled ſowſe, 
Like tiles from r meeting - 
houſqm 
Or, like an ancient country ee 
That tumbling frights' Were prieft and 
people; oft ; 
When Elpenor, a disck-idid fellow, 
Whoſe coat was red, an waiſtcoar - 
-o 
A Naring, gaping, hait-brain'd. prigs 
Attempts to ſteal his hat and wig; | 
But, as he ventur'd forth his hand, 
To draw the plunder off the ſand. 
Hugging himſelf at this rare luck, 
To Agener” $ fronds reach'd his pluck :_ 


His 


— —¼— — 
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His potlid left his ſide unguarded, 

And ſo the puppy got rewarded : 

He falls and ſprawls about in blood, 

And fills his mouth with dirt and mud. 
[ 


Now Greeks and Trojans round him 
flock, 
And lend each other many a knock: | 
The ſharpeſt weapon foremoſt put, | 
And ſtrive to rip each other's gut. | 
Simoiſius, a lovely boy, 
As any you ſhall find in Troy: 
On Ida's ſide his mother bore 
The bantling, near Simois' ſhore ; 
And from that river, now ſo fam'd, 
Her darling Simoiſius nam'd. 
Great Ajax took him for his mark, | 
And quickly chanch'd the luckleſs ſpark z 
For ſhame, you lubber! thus to catch, 
A harmleſs boy, not half your match: 
But honeſt Ajax ever thought, | 
T was all the ſame, if he but fought; 1 
| Let 
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Let him but go, away he ſtalks, 

And ſtrikes at reeds as well as oaks. 
Thus the unlucky younker fell, 

And took a ſudden voyage to hell: 
Juſt ſo a poplar, ſtrait and tall, 

That grows in marſhy ground doth fall, 
Which firſt the axe's fury feels; 
Becauſe his honour wants new wheels, 
Cut down it lies upon the plain, 
Expos'd to ſcorching ſuns and rain; 

Its beauteous branches gayly ſpread, 
Wither around its blaſted ha 
Thus the poor boy, by Ajax killd, 
Was left to rot upon the field. 


At Ajax then Antiphus throws 
His lance ; but how, he hardly knows: 
In ſuch a hurry are ſome widgeons, 
They kill jack-daws inſtead of pigeons : 
Such a ſtrange blund'ring fellow this is, 
He kills the fav'rite-of Ulyſſes, 
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Juſt as he ſtooping was, to catch 
The arms of Simmey, and his watch. 
Ulyſſes was confounded mad, 

To ſce his fav'rite fare ſo bad: 

He ſwore a little, that's the truth, 


Look'd mighty fierce, and froth'd at 


mouth 5 N 


Then ſudden from the ranks ſteps out, 


Arm'd with a jav'lin firm and ſtout : 
He makes a feint to fetch a ſtroke ; 
But frit, he turns with cautious look, 


Then cries, have at your whoring gul- | 


lets; 

1 wiſh 'twas twenty ton of bullets : 
Away the maſſy weapon goes, 
And carries dread to all the foes : 
It reach'd a huge fat-gutted fellow, 
Who tumbled down like Punchinello : 
He was old Priam's jolly ſon, 
Too good a mark for ſword or gun ; 
For, as a treble place he fill'd, 
*T'was three to one he muſt be kill'd : 


Pon- 


„ bY  %. hos 


Pond'rous he falls, as well he might; 
For faith | he was a ſinful weight! 


The Trojans look'd a little black, 


And *gan to ſhew the Greeks their back; 


E'en Hector's ſelf, with ſullen pace, 

Retreats arſe foremoſt from his place: 

The reſt all tumble helter-ſl:-1rer, 

And run juſt where they could for ſhel- 
n 

The Greeks preſs on, and rob their 

_ pockets, 
Of all their watches, rings, and lockets. 


When Phoebus ſaw them run this pace, 
He quick unmaſk'd his fiery face, 
And hollo'ing from the Trojan wall, 
As loud as ever he could bawl, 
Cries, halt, ye cowards! and be brave, 
Your ancient glory ſtrive to ſave : 
| Turn back, and make the Grecians feel, 
| They are not made of braſs or ſteel: 


Q2 Achilles 
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Achilles ſwears he'll fight no more, 
For maid or widow, wife or whore; 
Then what the devil makes ye run, 
Unleſs to loſe your lives for fun ? 

What ſcurvy knave could thus amuſe ye, 
When ſcarce a ſingle ſoul purſues ye ? 
Thus Phoebus from the Trojan walls, 
Their almoſt fainting hearts recalls ; 
Whillt Pallas warms the Grecian band, 
To make a brave and glorious ſtand. 


Diores next, the ſun can't ſhine, 
Upon a nobler than his line : 
A lord he was, yet could not he 
From rage of war defended be: 
A ragged ſtone, by Pirus thrown, 
To ſhatters broke his ancle bone; 


Depriv'd of power to make reſiſtance, 


He begs of all his peers aſſiſtance ; 8 5 
But, amongſt all the valiant rout, 
The de'el a man durſt venture out; 


3 
” | 1 
Cauſe 
9 „ 
1 
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+. And ws him to a long night”: „ "OE 
| The 
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Cauſe they were wanted at a pinch, 
No ſingle foul would ſtir an inch. 


But. whilſt they wrangled which ſhould 


80, 
The Phrygians cut my lord in two. 
Had he been driving all before him, 
As ſurely as his mother bore him, 
With eager haſte, theſe valiant ſouls, 
Had back'd his good ſucceſs in ſhoals; 
But when they ſaw he could not ſtand, 
Not one would lend a helping hand: 
And ever ſince, this rule is held 
At court, tho? ſeldom in the field. 


Thoas beheld this Pirus groan, 
Big with the mighty deed he'd done; 
Thinks to himſelf, young gentleman, 
Your worſhip I ſhall greet anon ; 
Then whirls a ſpecial ſturdy lance, 
Which ſoon taught Pirus how to dance: 
It enter'd in above his breaſt, 
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The Thracian boys, their leader ſlain, 
In pure revenge, the fight maintain; 
Nor would they let ſo bold a ſpark, as 
This very Thoas, touch his carcaſe. 
Stern Thoas caſt aſquint his eyes, 

Yet trudg'd away without his prize. 


Thus fell two “ knights; the one of 
Thrace, 

The other of ſome other place. 
Strange fate of war! the conq'rors die! 
And, fallen with the conquer'd, lie. 
Had you been hung up by a thread, 
But fifty yards above their head, 

Or plac'd behind a good ſtrong wall, 
In which there was a little hole, 


It is ſuppoſed they were knights of the Black 
Ram, or ſome ſuch noble order; which is no 
objection to their being lords I:kewile, 


The 
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The art of war you then had ſeen, 
And wiſer than before had been. 

Thus fought the troops with might and 
main, 

Some dy'd, ſame liv'd to fight again. 


— —— 2 a ä 


END or Tur Fovartn Boos, 
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HE thoughts of the Auro 
being employed more on the 
good dinners he got every day at his 
worthy Bookſellers, than correcting the 
Preſs, ſo many errors eſcaped, as ven- 
ders it an endleſs taſk to particularize - 
them; he therefore thinks it the ſhorteſt 
way to correct them in the next edition. 
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